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1. My Early Years: Life in the 1920’s 

I was born in Srinagar, Kashmir in 1922. 

My grand children are keen to know how children like me felt while growing up in 
Kashmir in those early times. When I look back, I recollect that all the children in 
our joint family were at peace with those tough conditions and challenges they 
were facing, which was normal and common for everybody. I am talking of the 
severe winter in Kashmir. 

Adults, who had to go out for work i.e. the bread earners, tackled the situation as a 
matter of routine. They kept themselves warm, using the Kangri - an earthen pot 
covered up like baskets, with burning charcoal inside the earthen part. 

During those older days I recall interesting features of our daily living practices. 
Early morning after waking up we washed our hands and face. For the hands we 
used a soft earth dust of light brown color called ‘ Gurit myech ’. It was a kind of 
earth soil, which was available for sale. All K.P’s used to store it as first kind of 
soap, for daily use. Later on we got used to soaps, initially it was Lifebuoy, then 
came Hamam and Lux which were available for sale. 

As for our family, we were encouraged to keep ourselves clean. Every morning we 
had to rinse our mouth and clean our teeth, all this, without the availability of tooth 
brushes or tooth pastes. Yes, surprising as it is, everyone back then used what we 
call daatan for a tooth brush, which was a soft piece of willow branch fresh with 
green skin, one part of which was chewed to form a sort of brush, very similar to a 
pencil in size and shape. To rub over and clean the teeth, we used what was called 
a Daant Manjan instead of paste, which used to be a powder of soft charcoal, 
crushed and mixed with a small quantity of salt and alum. This manjan (powder) 
was spread over the teeth with one’s fingers and rubbed gently. It is interesting to 
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mention that girls and young women preferred to use dried pieces of barks from 
walnut trees. They crushed these under their teeth which gave their lips a hint of 
pleasant looking lip stick. Perhaps it was their version of glamour which they could 
indulge in. As I said, our elders - both men and women were very particular about 
sanitation and cleanliness. 

A great challenge to our cleanliness rituals, which I noticed in many families, was 
the usual pests’ problem, particularly the post winter red bed bugs and hair lice. 

This was chiefly as a result of the harsh winters. In winter most of the people could 
not wash or bathe in cold water. A large percentage of the population could not 
take daily baths because the water needed to be heated before using, and a many 
could only afford fuel for the purpose of cooking food and then spare some 
charcoal for the firepots ( kaangri ) to keep their bodies warm. I recall a case where 
a visiting writer travelling in a crowded bus of Kashmiris remarked that most of 
them were “sensationally unwashed”. But the menace needed to be tackled and 
some people came up with imaginative arrangements. For instance, our family was 
large with 25 people in all, my Dad and uncle found an ingenious way to go about 
this issue; they had fixed a huge metal pot next to our fireplace in the kitchen. This 
pot was fitted with two pipes, one was for filling it up with drinking water from the 
tap and the other was for taking out the water into an adjacent room which was 
used as a place for bathing and washing. The burning fuel in the kitchen cooked 
food and warmed large quantities of clean water simultaneously. 

Most of the time the water reached its boiling point and needed to be cooled by 
mixing cold water in order to become comfortable enough for washing and 
bathing. We took turns and kept ourselves clean. This kind of facility seemed to be 
a rarity in our neighborhood therefore neighboring friends and relatives of our 
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family would sometimes come to our house and avail of this opportunity of having 
a comfortable bath. 

In certain houses, where people could afford, they had constructed a couple of 
small rooms which were attached to the main building. These rooms were 
equipped with a built-in fire place inside the hollow base below the room or rooms; 
and were provided windows at an elevation which were of fixed double glass with 
empty space between the two panes cutting off the icy cold wind from outside. The 
flooring of these rooms was made of long stone slabs which were procured form 
quarries some 20 miles from Srinagar. 

A neighbor of ours, a Muslim merchant who owned a carpet manufacturing factory 
and ran the business of handicrafts, woolen and silk carpets of beautiful designs of 
a high monetary value, had such a facility at his home. It so happened that the 
younger son of this merchant used to visit our house every day for tuition lessons 
from my uncle. This had turned into a family connection for us and the merchant, 
Mr.Mallik used to invite my uncles, my Dad and me over to his house. When the 
winter was severe, he would sometime ask me to get along my home work and my 
reading texts to study in the comfort of his place. I noticed that he had provided a 
small fire place in the basement where a small quantity of fuel was ignited. The 
heat would reach the bottom of the stone slabs and warm these up. 

The floor warmed to a comfortable level was a luxury to use. Actually it was 
furnished with woolen rugs which were pieces of art and a pleasure even to see. I 
used to enjoy that rare opportunity most gracefully. The gentleman was a very 
kind, soft spoken and affectionate person by nature. 

Whenever I used to visit my granny HaramaTs home with my mother, Tara, they 
would take me to meet a relative who lived in the building. Here I was shown an 
older part of the construction, the rooms seemed to be elegant but had crumbled 
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and fallen into a state of disrepair. The family who inherited the set of buildings 
could not afford to maintain or repair it back into its earlier glorious shape. This 
building also had a set of those warm rooms. The annex was called the hamaam. It 
was a slightly bigger one in dimension and must have been a big luxury to enjoy. 
While the warming Kangri was useful, children were discouraged to use these 
independently. 

My uncle and Dad had been told that Kashmir had been known for a medical 
condition called “Kangri carcinoma”. Some reckless kangri users had used it to 
directly warm up their naked skin which was said to be vulnerable to infection or 
bums leading to skin cancer. So we were quite scared and very careful. 

While in our home we had somewhat satisfactory arrangements to provide warm 
water for bathing and laundry. 

For keeping our hair clean, we used a small quantity of curds, mixed with a few 
drops of edible oil from our kitchen store. A similar recipe worked for keeping our 
sisters’ and mothers’ hair clean and smooth. The days of soaps and shampoos were 
not known for a long period of our growing life. 

Winter, was an anxious time and also tough for us small children. However, it was 
an exciting time. We would play with the large quantities of snow in our 
compound when the snow fall had stopped. We made snowballs and threw them at 
each other or tried to shape a mound of snow into a snowman. For this particular 
work my Dad would help us and we enjoyed this. While our response to the heavy 
snowfall was to play and laugh and enjoy the fun, the elders were worried about 
the danger that the situation posed. The snow was mostly what was called watery 
snow which was heavier. A heavy snowfall four or more than four inches, was 
heavy load on the roofs of the houses. Our house was like most other three-storey 
buildings. The roofs were made of wooden shingle pieces put together deftly in 
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close lines. These were covered with large sheets of birch bark carefully spread 
one over the other, or even three or sometimes four layers to ensure that no leakage 
from rain or snow should fall beyond the space and outlet constructed along the 
edges of the roof. It led to an exit pipe into the small open brick and cement outlet 
lanes within the compound. These lanes flowed into a wide exit connected to the 
river, which meant the flow of water fell straight into the river on the banks of 
which our house stood. To secure the house better, sheets of the birch bark on the 
roof top were coated with a thick layer of earth spread over to cover the rooftop 
fully. 

It will be interesting to recall that this layer of thick earth provided the base to 
catch and sprout some natural seeds in spring. One could see nature work its plans 
to beautify the roofs by covering them with pretty greenery or even assisting in 
blooming of little weed flowers of pleasant colors. 

Mid-winter however, presented a contrasting picture. Bases of roofs would crack 
or cave in beneath the burden of heavy snow covers. 

To prevent such disasters the adult males in our house made arrangements to push 
the snow from the roofs to the ground below. My uncle, my Dad, their cousin and 
one of my elder cousins one day made an attempt to stand on the roof to push snow 
with wooden pedal shaped thick poles. But they found it a very risky exercise, 
trying to stand on the slippery snow on the incline. So they were obliged to call in 
a few professionals who had the correct footwear, correct paddle shaped pushers, 
and ropes to enable them to tie themselves to safe perches. Of course, they charged 
some money but there was no choice. We felt happy that the work was done 
efficiently and quickly. Now we saw huge mounds of snow within our compound 
which meant more material to make many snowmen, even little animals, cats and 
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dogs and also a bird or two. Snow falls were frequent during winter and snow 
removing exercises had to be continued on a regular basis during this period. 

For tea we used kahwa, without milk but with sugar and cardamom ( Illachi ). Cups 
made of an alloy called “/oi” were used for drinking hot tea in cautious sips. 

For cooking food, vessels of different sizes and makes were used. Rice was cooked 
in our large family in a big metal vessel called deegcha. Earthenware pottery was 
also used for some recipes like fish, mutton kaliya (with turmeric). It was 
generally believed that foods like lintel soups ( Daal) tasted better cooked in 
earthen pots, as also some mutton mixed with vegetables like turnips etc. Pottery 
was used extensively in largely attended parties. Two sizes of earthenware serving 
plates of a big size - tabich for rice, vegetables, mutton, fish etc, and small size 
earthenware “ toke ” for extras, were in common use. These were disposable and 
had to be trashed after one time use. For large parties curds (yoghurt), produced 
individually in small earthen pots, was served along with rice and other food filled 
plates. 

Things changed as I grew on. I recall the excitement in our home when a relative 
of my wife PARMA bought a pressure cooker from his quota in the army canteen. 
This was the first one we had seen. As time passed this gadget was available in the 
civil market. Alongside came the availability of stainless steel plates, tumblers, 
small cups called “ katories ”. After that many were able to buy chinaware, 
crockery. But for a long time most people could not afford to buy such new and 
more costly articles for everyday use. 

Before I close this chapter about growing up in winter I would like to relate just 
one or two experiences of my own. 

Kashmir was cut off most of the winter and many provisions like fresh vegetables 
had to be procured and stored in advance. There were no fridges in those times so 
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they made use of the bounty of cold and snow. Some of the items that could be 
dried up and stored, such as leafy vegetables were dried during the sunny days of 
autumn. For other vegetables like turnips or knolkhol (Kolarabi) or sour apples and 
potatoes, people would dig pits in their compound where nature would play the 
role of cold storage. You can call this an act of innovation. 

One day, a day before Christmas in 1927, after sleeping sound under the warmth of 
a laif (Quilt), I opened my eye to see thick flakes of snow falling in interesting 
dancing patterns. I was thrilled. I called my sister and cousins, to wake up so they 
would not miss the exciting spectacle. We went downstairs to the room adjacent to 
the kitchen. Here I sensed some tension in the air. I knew that our family cook 
Dasha was out at one of our friend’s house on some job and was expected back 
next day. The cooking had to be done by my grandma Teez. She always felt 
confident and equal to do any domestic chore but I noticed that on this particular 
day she was feeling distraught. She asked her sisters-in-law- Veshmal and Sukhi, 
“Where are the turnips? Where is the pit?” Dasha had stored the turnips in a pit he 
had dug in the compound. Now that, the ground was under a thick blanket of snow, 
nobody could locate the spot. There seemed no other vegetables in the house, and 
this was a mini-crisis. 

Teez came up with a solution. She had spotted some garlands of dried brinjals and 
radish and turnip greens in the attic. She decided she would get hold of these and 
start the cooking-although she wasn't sure that Tathya my uncle- the assertive 
eldest male member would approve of it. The opinion of kids, like us or even our 
cousins older to us did not count. Teez thought it appropriate to mobilize the 
opinion of her elder sister-in-law Veshmal, as well as of Sukhi in favor of her 
decision so they could face up to Tathya if he raised any objection. When food was 
ready he was called to the “wof ’ (the family sitting room) which also served as our 
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dining room next to the kitchen. He said he was expecting to enjoy turnips and 
mutton so his mother Veshmal explained. He didn't like the way the ladies had 
become utterly dependent on Dasha the cook and couldn't remember the spot 
where he had put the turnips and the round, big white radishes and the potatoes in 
cold storage in pits- He was in a hurry, so he ate the food- there was an awkward 
silence around. Teez dared to ask, “how good is the cooking? We will certainly 
provide the turnips and mutton on Dasha's return next day.” 

Tathya didn't seem amused, but despite his stem exterior offered a slightly hesitant 
word of compliment on the good job that Teez had accomplished with the cooking. 
When it was our turn to eat, we had a feeling that Tathya’s good word for the 
cooking and the taste of the dried vegetables was meant perhaps to discourage us, 
the youngsters to say anything to the contrary. We noticed that when one of us 
started grumbling in a low reluctant voice, Tathya's mother told us, “Look how 
Tathya praised the cooking and how he ate his meal not only without any 
complaint but with relish. And Tathya laid the law of good manners & behavior 
and he was the role model.” 

2. Our family’s eminent spiritual legend, Shakar Sahib 

In our joint family we, even as children, were encouraged to have faith in some 
widely acknowledged saints. 

It started with an ancestor of our Bakaya family called Shakar Sahib. We were told 
about him as part of the Bakaya family folklore. He had been popular for his 
spiritual powers and some noteworthy events. In fact there were many stories of 
his miracles. The family maintained some of his relics in a pooja (worship) room 
in our Kanikadal home on the bank of the Kutakul stream which had branched out 
from the river Jehlum. 


14 



One of the stories was about an arrogant governor who ruled over Kashmir as 
representative of Maharaja Ranjit Singh (Maharaja of the Sikh empire 1780 to 
1839). It was said that the governor took frequent tours in the city of Srinagar as a 
part of his inspections. He used a large boat driven by twelve sturdy rowers. He 
liked the sound of their rhythmic rowing; he was known by Kashmiris as Kripa - 
Shruni (Lover of the sound produced in perfect unison while his boat was rowed). 
It was said he was going in that boat, one day over the Kutakul stream. His boat 
could not proceed beyond the point at Kanikadal, where Shakar Sahib lived. He 
urged his team of rowers to proceed. They did their best but the boat did not move. 
He was enraged; he started scolding them. But one of the boatmen who knew of 
Shakar Sahib dared to stand up to suggest that they should land and pay respects to 
the saint. It was a practice for passersby on the boats to say “Shakar Shah 
Padshah ” (meaning Shakar Sahib is king). The arrogant governor felt there was no 
option, he agreed and was taken to visit the saint. He greeted him. Shakar Sahib 
spoke, “It is good you came; there is a bad news, people feel you are a good ruler 
but a complaint has been made to the king in Lahore, you are being called and a 
different governor is being sent to Kashmir. You should go, explain your position. 
The king will be convinced and you will come again. Have faith in God almighty. 
Do not be arrogant, you can go.” The governor was taken aback. He became 
pensive. He went back to his boat which started moving. It was said this prophesy 
came true after about a month. He was summoned to Lahore to be reprimanded by 
the King - Maharaja Ranjit Singh. He was able to explain his conduct. The king 
asked him to wait for his decision as his dismissal was possible. After a few days 
he was summoned again and told the complaint was found untrue and he would be 
sent to Kashmir again. But he was directed to be humble while governing with 
strength and strictness. After I grew up I read in a history book that one governor 
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Kriparam was the king’s representative who was in Kashmir in 1819 was recalled 
on some complaint but cleared and deputed for a second term. The history book 
did not mention about the Saint’s warning and prophecy but this was part of our 
family folklore which was full of many other stories of Shakar Sahib’s miracles. 

It was said that as a child he was precocious. He mixed freely with all boys of his 
age - both Kashmiri Hindus and Muslims. Once his Muslim friends bought a 
cooked mutton mince delicacy ( harsa ) from a street shop. He felt ‘tempted’ to taste 
this too. His Hindu companions complained to his mother that he had outraged his 
religion. His mother was sad, called him over and reprimanded him sharply and 
said he had despoiled himself and started crying. He was upset and pleaded with 
his mother that there was nothing to worry as all the boys were brothers there was 
no difference between Hindus and Muslims but she was disturbed. He assured her 
that he would cleanse his stomach. So he was reported to drink glasses of water 
which he excreted after an hour or two it contained the stuff that was said to have 
cleared out and off. It was said that to reassure his mother of his purity, he vomited 
out his intestines into the river, washed the intestines with the river water and 
swallowed back his intestines. 

Shakar Sahib’s parents forced his marriage to a young pretty daughter of a wealthy 
Kashmiri Brahmin, Dilaram Mandal. He resisted but was overruled and the girl 
joined the family as a favorite daughter-in-law. The story goes on when the girl 
was pushed into his room for the first night, she felt that Shakar Sahib was in deep 
meditation and was surrounded by a circle of very bright light. She felt endangered 
and could not stay on. She cried and ran out. She told her mother-in-law who was 
amazed, but consoled her and asked her to not be afraid but should try again next 
day. She could not summon the courage but she helped her mother-in-law to serve 
Shakar Sahib. But when she entered his room she thought she saw a snake 
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surrounding him. She reported her experience to her own parents and her mother- 
in-law, who also saw a snake. 

Her father felt it was a mistake but was convinced that her daughter may be 
destined to be a serving disciple of a budding saint. He used to visit Shakar Sahib 
on his birthdays and present him a nice Pashmina Shawl (a warm soft wool wrap) 
every such day and wrap it over him. It is said, Shakar Sahib, by this time had 
accepted a Muslim disciple. This gentleman would take over the shawl and keep it 
safe in his possession while Shakar Sahib looked quietly on unconcerned. When on 
the third or fourth anniversary the wealthy father-in-law (Mr. Dilaram Mandal) put 
yet another shawl around Shakar Sahib’s body, he offered his respects and left. The 
Muslim disciple started removing the expensive nice wrap. Shakar Sahib stopped 
him and said - “No, you have received back all the value of the amount I owed you 
as a repayable debt in my earlier birth, now onwards this will be given over to 
someone else deserving it.” The message in this episode is there is a limit in every 
relationship imposed by karma on what you owe and what needs to be repaid. 
Shakar Sahib’s guru was Mirza Kak Sahib and we often visited Kak Sahib’s 
Samadhi, the place where he was cremated on the banks of a beautiful stream a 
few kilometers from Kokemag on the way to Anantnag/Srinagar. 

In the Bakaya family we lived with these delicious but inspiring stories and always 
remembered the heritage of an inspiring spirituality. 

While we were growing, we were encouraged to join our elders’ visits to the third 
storey small room used as the family’s prayer room. The room was small but 
enriched with precious Souvenirs of our family saint, revered Shakar Sahib. A part 
of the headgear turban he had worn, a small notebook packed by a tiny sized 
writing of ‘RAMA- RAMA’ in Hindi letters, a little stick usable as a help to lean 
on while holding a prayer book and a worn out pair of wooden clogging which 
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Shakar Sahib used for walking outdoors. We enjoyed the rhyme and rhythm of the 
hymns either Sanskrit or Hindi or even Kashmiri that the elders recited with 
devotion. We could remember some of the easier ones but we were attentive while 
the recitation was going on. The Puja - worship and prayers was a daily routine - 
led either by my Dad or uncle Nandlal or uncle Jejkak. This time period of half an 
hour to 45 minutes was very quiet and elevating. This routine daily exercise 
created a curiosity in me and my cousin sister Sona three to four years elder to me 
and we talked it over and decided to find details about Shakar Sahib. So one day 
the two of us approached the eldest living member of the family, NandLaTs 
mother Vishimaal. 

She told us she had not seen Shakar Sahib in person but heard many legends about 
him and his spiritual prowess. She said that Srinagar, at that time had a number of 
saints, many of them used to visit Shakar Sahib to pay respect to him. She had 
heard that one saint, Labi Shah who lived mostly at Tulamul (Khir Bhawani) 
shrine used to tell everyone “Kashapani Kashiri Mastana Setiha, Shakar Sahib 
chhu Sahibi Dasgah” which means, in Kashmir there are a number of Saints, 
Shakar Sahib has lot of power. This made Shakar Sahib known and many people 
visited him to pray for his favors. 

A Muslim lady from the neighborhood used to visit Shakar Sahib, to help serve 
him she told him she was very poor, she had no house of her own. Shakar Sahib 
asked her to walk with him in the neighborhood. He took her and they walked over 
around an area then he suddenly stopped and told her she would own this piece of 
land and have a house of her own. She felt this seemed impossible and asked him 
“How could this be? The land belongs to a rich man and I have no money to buy” 
The saint smiled and told her this was what “God willed”. After a few days the 
owner of the piece of land, who had lost his wife about a year ago, sent a message 
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to this lady whether she would agree to marry him. She was aware that she was a 
poor woman, while he was quite rich. She felt this was not possible but the man 
repeated the offer. They married and constructed a house on that plot of land and 
he gifted this house to her while they lived there as husband and wife. 

Veshmal told us that she had heard of some stories of miracles performed by 
Shakar Sahib. She said the saint was approached by his neighbors to save them 
from an epidemic of cholera which had appeared and caused lot of panic, as a 
result of some deaths. He told them he would pray to God and asked them to walk 
with him from his house in Kani Kadal to Sathu, while he continued to pray in 
silence. It was found that the entire area was saved. No case of cholera occurred in 
that large area. 

In another instance, a relative of Bakayas living at a short distance was frightened 
when a house near his caught fire and had started moving in the direction of his 
house because of the strong wind. He ran to our house and took a holy relic, a 
Takhiti, a flat piece of wood on which the Saint had written “RAMA RAMA” and 
held it against the wind. He said that the fire changed direction and his house was 
saved. Veshmaal’s Dad said he was a personal witness to this miracle, while the 
saint was not personally living. 

I came to see an article written by someone whose name was not written there. 
Actually the K P Journal “Koshur Samachar” issued one or two issues exclusively 
covering stories about the many Saints and spiritually advanced Gurus (Teachers) 
who were very popular in Kashmir over a period and some who were living. I 
could not get access to the issue of that main journal which mentioned Shakar 
Sahib but the one printed journal I received seemed an auxiliary journal called the 
“Khir Bhawani Times” the issue was dated Jammu 1998. 
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The article in this journal was purported to be written by one member of the 
Bakaya family. He has mentioned some instances of miraculous powers of Shakar 
Sahib related to him by a cousin, one Mr. Radhakrishan Bakaya. 

These seem to be stories of unbelievable character, but the world of saints and 
savants is believed to be extraordinary. For instance it says Shakar Sahib’s mother 
was scared when she saw him cross over the flowing kutakul with his wooden 
clogging in his feet or when he would climb a standing wooden pole. 

He is stated to invite other Saints and savants and entertain them, provide food on 
certain occasions and sometimes tea. Usually he remained silent and absorbed in 
meditation, feeling comfortable in their company. 

One story recites an occasion where Mr. Dilaram and his family took Shakar Sahib 
to Khir Bhawani - something happened and he felt upset and just walked away. 
They tried to stop him but he started running and did not stop. After some days he 
was found to have reached village Khrew, quite a distance, where another saint, 
Jeevan Sahib, resided with his disciples. The saint was expecting another saint to 
come over and asked his disciples to prepare to receive him. He arrived and saint 
Jeevan Sahib embraced him. His disciples asked who he was as they saw their 
Guru very excited and overjoyed meeting him. Saint Jeevan Sahib told them that in 
their previous birth both of them were co-disciples of a great Guru and he (Jeevan 
Sahib) was the elder one, and the time came for him to give up his body, he prayed 
to his Guru that in their next birth both of them should be born in places near each 
other so they could continue to meet and advance their spiritual career together. He 
told them that the great Guru had obliged and now he was expecting him to meet 
Shakar Sahib. After few days the story goes Shakar Sahib was told by Saint Jeevan 
Sahib that Shakar Sahib’s wife was very ill and nearing her death. He told him he 
should go and see her at Srinagar. Shakar Sahib reached Srinagar and went to the 
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cremation ground where his father and brother Hemant had brought the dead body. 
He told his brother to perform the funeral rites treating her as his mother. His 
brother agreed and Shakar Sahib stayed on till the rites and the cremation ended. 
Then he went to stay in the Kanikadal house. After sometime he is said to have 
gone to a village Batagund near Sopore where he had two of his disciples one 
Shankar Lai and another Hyder Ali. He saw Hyder lying unconscious taken for 
dead but he called him, then he put his own cap on his head. Hyder woke and stood 
up to pay his regards. Shakar Sahib is said to have given up his body when he was 
just 36 years old. 

As I have said already, we in the Bakaya home used to attend the daily puja 
performed every morning by our elders. I recall that we felt very peaceful and 
happy. Whenever anyone in the family faced any problem, he or she visited the 
room and meditated, focusing on his memory and the holy relics. Doing this made 
them forget their worries and could feel the tension dissipate. Parma lost both her 
parents when she was in her 20's and used to cry for them for several years. She 
felt a presence of Shakar Sahib as a young boy consoling her. We used to pray to 
him for success in exams and other important occasions including marriages in 
order to receive his blessings. 

3. Climate of Spirituality in our Family 

The effect and influence of the spiritual atmosphere in the house and the daily 
routine of prayers lingered on around us as I grew up. While in college I got the 
opportunity to meet another student, Mr. Shambu Nath Kaul who was in contact 
with some saints and sadhus who used to visit Srinagar for the pilgrimage to 
Amamath cave where a Shiva image was formed out of snow. The pilgrimage is 
known to be a difficult one and involves climbing up a long mountainous path. The 
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date for this pilgrimage is fixed and a very large number of pilgrims walk from 
Srinagar in different stages all the way to Pahalgam and then up the mountain path 
to reach the cave. Sometimes the weather used to be unkind and the difficult 
journey became tougher, the state government provided help all along the long 
route. My classmate Mr. Shambu Nath introduced me to a sadhu who had come 
from Bengal. I found him quite impressive and he told us about Sri Ramkrishna, 
who, he said had realized the highest spiritual status and used to go into a trance, 
experiencing God consciousness. He told us that the saint was very popular and 
respected and he felt part of God as mother Goddess. He said that he had 
experienced that there was only one God, he had tried and practiced different 
paths. Once he tried the Christian way, then he experienced the Islamic path and 
finally found the unity of religion. Later on, as I grew I read books about Sri 
Ramakrishna Paramhansa and his great disciple Swami Vivekananda. The 
Ramakrishna mission has a branch in Srinagar, which I used to visit very often. I 
had once met Swami Raghunathanand who visited and I felt elated talking to him, 
a great scholar, and author of a great book on the Upanishads. I cherish the 
memory of my meeting with him. 

Swami Vivekananda, the great disciple of Paramhansa travelled to USA and 
attended the world conference of religions and made an impressive speech 
explaining the Hindu religion and philosophy. 

I recall another great sadhu who attracted my uncle Nandlal (Tathya). He had met 
him while on a pilgrimage to Gangabal, another tough mountain journey. His name 
was Swami Brijanand and he agreed to stay at our home in Kani Kadal for 2 or 3 
months. I felt that my uncle was really impressed by this realized soul and he was 
devoted to him. This Swami radiated peace and spirituality. Later on we had the 
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great luck to get impressed and attracted by Swami Raghavanand, a great saint 
from South India. 

Kashmir was well known for having a number of Hindu and Muslim Sufi saints 
and they had quite a following of believers among Hindus as well as Muslims. I 
had personally visited some along with some friend or relative who was attracted 
and impressed by the saint’s powers of predictions, mind reading and such 
uncommon things. I recollect just a few notable instances. 

Once we went to meet one saint Kashakak in village Manigam. He saw one family 
with a couple, their son and his recently married wife. Looking at them he just said 
-lam witnessing a pretty cow with three female calves born of her; later they had 
three daughters. I was accompanied by my cousin sister and her husband who had 
said he had lot of evidence about the saint’s predictions. My sister asked him that 
our family was looking for a good matching girl for me. He looked at me and 
gazed into the sky. He said, “He will get a good pot of sweet milk, very lucky too, 
but I am sad to see a drop of bitter cow urine in it which will be troublesome and 
bad”. Later in life when my wife Parma was feeling well settled in a comfortable 
life she was sick with high B.P. and had renal failure which could not be cured 
despite our best efforts with Doctors at Srinagar, Delhi and Ahmedabad. The 
kidney failure of Parma was the bitter drop in the pot of sweet milk which was 
fatal for her. My sister and her husband would sometimes remind me of the awful 
prediction whenever Parma was suffering from bouts of high B.P. and migraine 
attacks or whenever she would get apprehensive. 

Another instance, I can recollect is when my cousin sister Sona's husband, 
Amamath, was seriously sick for three or four months. After he had recovered, his 
grandmother suggested that he should rest and have an outing at some health 
resorts. My uncle Nandlal, Sona’s father, offered to arrange this if she agreed and 
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permitted Amamath to move to our house for 2 or 3 weeks. She agreed. When 
Amamath moved and stayed in the Bakaya home as our honored guest, Sona’s 
brother who had completed his training as a medical graduate had started his 
private practice while waiting for a job in the State Medical Department. Amamath 
said he had a feeling that one saint called Grata Bub had been praying for his 
recovery and he wanted to pay a visit and convey his gratitude. The saint was 
reported to be accessible at village Achhabal, near Anantnag. This was agreed. 

We travelled to Anantnag by bus and from there took a tanga, a horse-driven 
conveyance. We had taken food for our dinner and also some good sweet bread 
from a very popular baker at Pampor along the way for the saint. 

We reached the hut he was living in, while entering the door, we heard his voice 
telling a crowd surrounding him in a room, to welcome one of his boys and his 
accompanying relative. The saint we could not see entering the room we found him 
facing the wall opposite the door entry. We thought it was not possible for him to 
see who was entering from the door. He welcomed Amamath and congratulated 
him for his recovery which he said was very dangerous and threatening but God 
had been kind. He asked us to share a cup of tea with him which we got. Amamath 
took out the two packets of ‘shrimaT, the popular Pampor baker’s crisp and tasty 
bread. He was happy and accepted one packet for which Amarnath had paid. The 
other one he did not accept. He said that was given and paid for by a reluctant 
brother who felt forced by his sister and reported the exact words that Sona's 
brother, the Doctor, had spoken while handing over the small amount of Rs two at 
her repeated insistence. Both Amarnath and I were surprised. The saint wanted us 
to have our dinner, we told him we had carried something to eat and he advised us 
to go out near the spring and return to his hut for the night stay. We did so. The 
saint told Amamath he was happy that grandmother Vanamal had proposed an 
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outing for him and Sona, Veshmal was now looking after him with great love and 
care. We were really amazed how he knew the names and what was said at 
Srinagar. 

Another significant recollection is of a friend who used to visit me frequently at 
home, suggested I should visit one saint at Srinagar, Swami Gopinath Bhagwan. 

We went along. The saint was surrounded by a large crowd of believers. He was 
holding and puffing at a chiliam. Smoking tobacco, he acknowledged our 
respectful greetings smiled but did not speak. He was usually silent. After some 
time we bowed to go and he raised his hand to bless me. My friend told me the 
saint is usually silent but whenever he breaks his silence we get surprised. I asked 
him does he teach or guide. He said you are some lucky ones, but usually he 
repeats two lessons. 

“Atma does not die. Saying the Atma (soul) lives, only the body dies”. 

“Build character on three qualities “Sezar” (Straight forwardness), “shuzar” 

(Purity) and pazar (Truthfulness).” 

4. Joint family 

My uncle Nandlal, whom we called Tathya after the death of his father, was also 
called Tathya was a remarkable person. The Bakayas at Kanikadal were a joint 
family of three brothers Narayan, Maan and Damodar. Nandlal was the son of 
Narayan, the eldest of the three, my father Jia Lai was Mann's eldest son, and he 
had only one surviving sister- Buddhi. Damodar had only one surviving son- 
Kashinath. Infant mortality rates were appallingly high- Nandlal's mother Veshmal 
had lost three of her infant children. Maan and his wife Teez had lost four- and 
Damodar and Sukhi had lost six before they grew beyond their first year. One of 
Teez's daughters died just one year after her marriage at the age of 10- 11. After 
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her death, her younger sister, Buddhi whom we called Jigri was married to the 
same boy [Kashi Nath Kaul] and she grew to a ripe old age of 84. My grandfather, 
Maan died at the age of 45 survived by his wife Teez who lived till her 85th 
birthday. Damodar died at age 50 survived by his wife Sukhamaal who also lived 
to the age of 85. Narayan the eldest was recognized as the head of the joint family 
and what the other two brothers earned from their jobs was pooled by them with 
the eldest who had to look after the household expenses. The mother of the three 
was widowed when she was very young. Members of her paternal family were 
unable to cope with their own expenses. They would come to visit her often and 
some of them were almost a part of the Bakaya family. Narayan and his two 
brothers had developed an affectionate bond with their maternal uncle Badri Khosa 
and his mother who bestowed loving attention on them too. He was always a 
welcome guest. Narayan and his two brothers lived together, a contented life, 
though not wealthy by any standard. He was a very religious person- a great 
devotee of Bhagwati Raginya of Tulamul—Khir Bhawani a very sacred shrine 
about 16 miles from Srinagar. The eighth day of every moonlit fortnight had a 
special significance for the worship and lots of Hindus used to collect to offer 
flowers besides Kheer (a rice pudding) or halwa and poori and offer burning 
incense at the temple which stood in the midst of a spring of clear water. 
According to legend, the holy spring water would sometimes change color, 

One evening the elder Tathya Narayan Bakaya came from his office. He was an 
employee in the judicial department in Srinagar. He was in the habit of gathering 
all the kids of the family and would distribute some snacks or fruit to them. Elder 
Tathya asked for Kashinath who was nowhere to be seen. He was told that his 
mother Sukhi had taken him along to visit her mother at Chattabal, about 3 miles 
distance from our house. The elder Tathya flew into a temper and asked who had 
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decided that the kid would go there. He was determined to go and get him back. 
The way to Chattabal lay through a large unlighted wooded path- there was hardly 
any road and it had grown dark already. The whole path was infested by thieves 
who could usually waylay and rob people travelling alone. So Tathya collected ten 
young men and took two kerosene lanterns (hurricane lamps). Each one in the 
party carried a long, thick stick and he led them to the Chattabal house. As soon as 
the party reached the place, Sukhi's mother saw a glimpse and was -very afraid that 
she had possibly enraged Tathya. It was an unexpected visit. Senior Tathya 
Narayan was the elder brother of her son-in-law but since he was the eldest he was 
the patriarch of the family who had total command over whatever happened in the 
house. He sent one of his men to enquire where Kashinath was and why he had 
been taken away from his home. Actually Tathya was fond of all the kids in his 
extended family. Even Kashinath's father, Damodar (called Bub) never summoned- 
the courage to question Tathya. He asked Sukhi's mother to send the kid so that he 
would be taken back home. She felt almost frightened and did not want to 
displease him- though she mumbled that Kashi was sleepy after his dinner which 
he had just finished. Tathya would not listen to this and raised his voice- and called 
Kashi lovingly to come to him. Sukhi was dumb founded. Her mother could not 
utter a word but told Tathya’s men that they should at least come into their house 
and have a cup of tea or some snacks. Tathya thanked them but politely declined 
the invitation and repeated his request firmly. He said it was already getting late 
and they had to cover a long distance through a hazardous route, which was unlit 
and infested with waylaying thieves and robbers. So he had his way. One of 
Tathya’s companions carried the kid on his back- then others took turns and the 
party arrived in Kanikadal without any untoward incident. It had taken them about 
two hours- both ways. Tathya hugged and fondled the kid and cuddled him up into 
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his own bed. This experience must have been etched on Kashinath’s mind as a 
fond and sweet memory. We used to call him Lalaji. 

5. My Mother’s side and childhood memories 

My mother was Tara. Her mother Haarmaal (meaning a garland of coins) had 
offered me a standing invitation to drop in everyday at her residence, a small 
distance from our house, while returning home from school. She had got the 
clearance for this from my uncle Nandlal called Tathya and Teez i.e. my father's 
mother. I used to look forward to the daily visits to her residence. I felt soothed and 
elevated in her presence. Widowed in her youth after the wedding of her first child, 
my mother, she had been living an ascetic's life, busying herself in prayers and 
visits to holy shrines. Merely sitting next to her would make me feel as though her 
devout spirit was flowing into me. She had a glass of cold milk, creamy and 
sugared- ready for me. It was a treat to taste. I loved to take slow sips to savor the 
flavor of the delicious drink, apart from prolonging my presence beside her. The 
halo of her pure, selfless affection for me and the flow of her earnest and sincere 
good wishes held me in thrall. At that time it was difficult for me to comprehend 
the experience I used to have but as I grew up, I realized how lucky I was to have, 
besides Teez, my paternal grandma, another grandma like Harmaal, my maternal 
grandmother, to care for me. She ate sparse meals, lived as part of the family of her 
sister who had adopted a son, whom she also treated as her own. He was named 
Vasudev. Tara and I would pay her visits during day time, after her chores were 
over at the Bakaya house and after informing Teez. The visits had to be brief. This 
could be possible only because Harmaal lived very near from our house. 

HarmaaTs husband, my maternal grandfather, Amar Ghassi, had two sons and two 
daughters from his first marriage, all married adults, when his first wife had died. 
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He was a government officer at a senior level and owned a big piece of land not far 
from Srinagar which he had distributed between his two sons and Harmaal. She got 
her annual requirements of rice and cash so she was not in difficulty after his death. 
His elder daughter from his first wife was married to a wealthy man. His second 
daughter's husband who was also of good means died soon after marriage. His 
widow, named Sidhalakshmi became a disciple of a respected female saint called 
Mathura Devi, who taught her Sanskrit. She studied and memorized commonly 
used Sanskrit prayers which she recited to the delight of listeners. 

She had a sweet and attractive voice and sang with devotion. She was also friendly 
with Harmaal, her stepmother and found her company very pleasant. She liked me 
and my sisters and cousins and we were attracted to her. We used to look forward 
to meet her at Harmaal's home. 

She used to tell us stories about our saints. In one story telling session, Sidhalaxmi 
Aunty asked us whether we had heard of another great saint of Kashmir whose 
relic is preserved in a small hut at Alikadal, Srinagar. I recalled that my fathers' 
mother Teez once took me to visit her daughter, Jigri (her name was Buddhi) at her 
house at Maharaj Gunj and from there she took me along to pay homage at the 
shrine of one great saint. I was in my own mind, very much impressed by the quiet 
and peace of that place and knelt before the holy relic - a pair of wooden clogging. 
The custom was to offer some baked kulchas, bland, but crisp little biscuits with a 
slightly salty taste. Teez had bought a few from the Hindu baker just outside the 
shrine. The priest in charge muttered something and made a show of an offering of 
these to the relic which he touched with the kulchas and gave us back some as the 
sacred prashaad. I enjoyed eating the freshly delivered kulchas- hot from the 
baker’s oven, but neither Teez, nor the priest told us any story about the saint. I 
asked Teez but she said everyone revered him and his memory and the Hindus 
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believed that if you had to ask for some favor you had to speak it out quietly and 
tie a knot with a promise that you would come to untie it as soon as the wish was 
fulfilled and at that time you had to make an offering of fresh kulchas and some 
little amount of money. 

Sidhalaxmi Aunty expressed her happiness when she came to know that I had some 
knowledge about the shrine that I had visited and had felt the quiet and peace 
which the shrine radiated. This made a strong impression on me. 

She related the story as follows 

A Kashmiri Brahmin remained a bachelor till he was 50. Then he met and married 
a widow of Gushi village near Sopore. This Brahmin, Govind Koul and his wife 
were keen to have a child. They went to Sharda temple shrine, and prayed. It took a 
long time and strenuous effort to reach the famous Bhagwati’s temple on the banks 
of the Kishanganga now across the line of actual control, North of Kashmir. In 
those days widow remarriage among Hindus was very-very rare but only in some 
distant far off village. In Sopore, one day, a mystic saint, mastana jogi; woke up 
early in the morning and told his disciples that a new Sun had arisen and took them 
along to find out who it was and where. He carried two sovereigns and in Sopore 
he saw the infant in the lap of Govind koul’s wife who had given birth to it while 
crossing the puhroo stream in a boat near Sopore with her husband. Mastana jogi 
gave the infant a kiss on his forehead and presented the two sovereigns to his 
parents, congratulating them on their good fortune to have given birth to such a 
boy who would be famous with spiritual power and become famous for his 
miracles in helping the poor and deserving. 

It is said that when he was bom the astrologers who were asked to prepare his 
horoscope predicted that the newborn boy had the characteristics of a great saint. 
His mother took him to one Pandit Sahib Kaul, a saint. He is said to have advised 
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her to look upon the child as a king with great powers. He was named Rishi. When 
he grew up, he visited Hari Parvat - the whole complex of shrines, every day and 
later set up an ashram where he lived along with two disciples - Nana Shah and 
Atma Ram. He performed a devout penance by circumambulating around the Hari 
Parvat on his knees. He is said to have had a dream in which he had the vision of 
Bhagwati who told him that he would find a spiritual guide who would be the first 
man he would meet the next morning. Next morning as Rishi Peer woke up. He 
saw a Brahmin saint meditating on a rock in the Devi Angan- the courtyard of Hari 
Parvat, where devotees would offer their prayers. Rishi Peer approached the 
Brahmin and told him about the dream - the Brahmin smiled and accepted him as a 
disciple. His name was Krishan Kar, a great saint of Srinagar. 

Sidhalaxmi Aunty related many stories about the miracles that Rishi Peer 
performed. On one occasion his mother expressed an earnest wish to go for 
pilgrimage to Gangabal which is accessible only by a difficult, mountainous route, 
although the way up to the Gangabal Lake and the mountain is of gorgeous scenic 
beauty, only those who have strong physique and stamina usually venture to go 
there. Rishi Peer knew that his mother was weak and ageing and it was impossible 
for her to undertake the long and tough journey all the way up the mountain which 
at places was quite steep. 

He promised his mother that she would have a darshan of Gangabal in Srinagar 
without having to undergo the risky and exhausting travel, which, in her state of 
health she could not think of. So on the day of the fair - the Ganga Ashtami, while 
the mother went to the river Jhelum to wash her hands and feet and face as usual, 
she saw a hand popping out of the water towards her. The hand looked 
extraordinary and it handed over a golden bangle to her. The bangle resembled the 
one she had and which she had promised to offer at the pilgrimage. 
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Whenever my mother Tara visited her mother she would try to linger on till I too 
had arrived just to spend time with me alone, since such an enjoyable privilege was 
not possible for her at our own home. The joint family had this odd feature of a 
restrictive and artificial atmosphere. Interaction with one’s own children was not 
considered right conduct. In fact it was in some very unhealthy and irrational 
manner, thought to be immodest. So children did not know their biological parents- 
the patriarch of the house was the boss in that sense. 

My mother Tara’s mother, Haramal’s maiden name was Rainim and some called 
her Rainimded. 

The Bakaya family gave me the name Prem Nath said to be chosen by Narayan 
Bakaya. My pet name was Preya or Preya Kak. Harmaal chose my name as Avtaar. 
The younger ones called her Lokat Ded: she was the younger one in a large family. 
On a Sunday in May, Haramal asked me to have lunch with her, my uncle and my 
grandmother agreed and I went. My mother Tara along with my sisters Durga and 
Rupa were already there. Haramal had also invited my cousin Sona. So both of us 
went and we were happily looking forward to this get together. I was pleased to 
meet my distant cousins Narayan, Shyama and Jamuna - Sona was a close friend of 
Shyama. I was of the same age as Jamuna, Narayan was a year older. So we were 
all very chummy with each other and we started playing together. 

Harmaal had invited her step daughter-in-law, Sidhalaxmi -whose young husband 
had died in a tragic road accident. She, a picture of beauty and youth, became a 
widow in a society in which widow remarriage was unthinkable. She chose the 
path of an ascetic and kept herself fully occupied with penance and religious fasts 
and study, listening to satsang - community hymns and lectures by learned 
religious saints, sadhus or Sadhvis. She was a graceful and charming lady with a 
soothing presence. We felt cozy and comfortable in her presence. She had a 
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melodious voice too. She seemed too youthful to not to have remarried but in that 
age it was unthinkable. She seemed happy and contented in the path she had 
chosen. People respected her. Another invitee was Janki -my mother Tara’s 
childhood friend. She was attractive in her appearance; her large attractive eyes 
and her figure resembled Tara's, though her complexion was darker. Tara 
introduced Sona and me to both of them and they gave us their blessings. 

Harmal was assisted by Tara in preparing a meal. Despite being a vegetarian, her 
cooking skills were extraordinary. We were looking forward to a nice lunch. 
Sidhalaxmi offered to help Harmal but Harmal asked her (Sidhalaxmi) to keep us 
busy with some of the stories out of her rich repertoire while she (Harmal) and 
Tara completed the cooking. 

Sidhalaxmi asked us - "have you heard of Lai Ded?” We had heard the name from 
our cook at home - Dashakak. He would often mention Lai Ded and recite a verse 
from her but we did not know who she was nor did we understand the verse. So we 
said we did not know but had heard her name. Sidhalaxmi auntie began the story 
with some stanza, ( Vaakh ) from Lai Ded. Siddhalaxmi informed us that Lai Ded 
was bom about 600 years ago (in the early 14th century) in a village called 
Sempore on the right bank of the river Jhelum, about 8 miles upstream from 
Srinagar. Her father was a very learned Brahmin scholar named Shri Chandra Bhat 
- pet name Chand Bhat. He also happened to be a well-to-do landowner. His family 
priest was Siddhamole, whose name was Srikant. He was called Siddha 
(successful) as he was, recognized to be a perfect sadhu. Lall Ded, from her early 
childhood, was sharp and intelligent and very inquisitive about life and the world 
around her. She used to listen to the religious discourses and discussions that were 
a regular activity in her parents’ home. She started asking questions, and reflecting 
hard on the answers provided by her father and Siddhamol. She availed the 
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opportunity to study and learn the Hindu religious books and became conversant 
with the philosophy of Kashmir Shaivism which was a common heritage of 
Kashmiri Pandits. She engaged in meditation even at an early age and practiced 
Yoga (physical and spiritual exercises) under the able guidance of Siddhamol. 
However, her parents wanted her to get married and settle down to a household. 
Perhaps her father thought that she could be a yogin as well as a housewife, since 
he was a householder as well as a spiritual man. She was married to one Nicha 
Bhat, a young Brahmin boy, who lived with his parents a few miles away at 
Pampore - called Padamanpore. The parents- in-law gave her a new name - 
Padmavati or Padmanveek. It was a common custom for the in-laws to bestow the 
girl with a new name when she got married with a view to create a new identity for 
her. Most people chose to call her Lalla and later in her life she was popularly 
known as Lai Ded or Lalla Ded (Lalla the granny). Muslims called her Lalla or 
Lalla moj (mother Lalla) or Lalla Arifa. Lai Ded seemed to be absorbed and in 
communion with God, all the time. Her husband Nichi Bhat, and her mother-in- 
law did not understand this state of hers. Her mother-in-law was cruel to her and 
even though Lai Ded undertook the household tasks without demurring, she would 
rebuke her on any pretext. She started the day with her meditation - for which she 
was said to walk over the water surface of the river to visit a temple on the 
opposite bank. After meditation she would return to her side and fill in her pitcher 
of water and carry it home where she would fill the storage utensils. The mother- 
in-law said she was suspicious about her and asked Nicha Bhat ‘Oh, where does 
she spend so much time of her morning? Why don’t you follow her and watch?” 
He followed her, walking slowly and quietly behind her but when she started 
walking over the water surface as if it was solid land, he was amazed and ran back 
home. One day when she was about to enter her home with her pitcher full of 
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water, Nichi Bhat struck the pitcher with a slick. The earthen pot cracked and the 
pieces fell down but the water froze and stood on her head. She entered her home 
where she poured the water into all the utensils. Still there was quite some quantity 
in the frozen ball, which she threw on the ground outside her home. This water 
shaped itself into a pool and stayed there - it was called Lalla Traag. 

At this stage I told Siddha Laxmi maasi (auntie) “Oh, Lai -Ded seems to have been 
a good magician”. Tara didn't like this comment of mine and chided me asking 
“Why do you say this, sister SiddhaLaxmi has told you Lai Ded was a saint, 
always in communion with God, so she had supernatural powers, you can’t, call 
her a petty magician” she apologized to Siddha laxmi auntie on my behalf who 
smiled and in a kind tone she repeated that Lai Ded was really a great saint. She 
told me that she would not expect me, a bright child “to show disbelieve and berate 
such a highly revered and esteemed saint as Lai Ded’s ignorant mother-in-law had 
done. I did not understand the greatness of the saint nor what being a saint was all 
about, but my ego was hurt at the comparison with an ignorant and cruel mother- 
in-law of a 14 th century Kashmiri village. I said I was sorry but I asked Aunty to 
tell us some more of the story so that we could understand what a saint was like. 
Siddhlaxmi auntie said that Lai Ded was a very well educated Brahmin child, who 
used to practice the instructions and exercises laid down in our sacred scriptures 
and realized the answer to the questions. “Who am I?” she asked me, “Now tell me 
who are you?” I said, “I am Avataar and people at my home call me Premnath”. 
“But, are you the eyes? The ears? The head? The hands? The feet? The tongue? Or 
the body” - Well you say these are my hands, my ears, my head, my eyes, my 
body? So who are you? When you say this whole body is mine then who are you? 
Are you the owner of the body?” Lai Ded realized that in order to find an answer 
to this great question which has been puzzling Hindus of all times, one has to think 
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and look within - and she recited a verse of Lai Ded in her great melodious voice 
pronouncing the words distinctly unlike Dashakak used to do. 

“Lalla boh draayas lola ray 
chhandaan loosum doh tay raat, 

Vuchum pandit pananee garay 
Suy me zonui Nechter ta saath ” 

“I, Lalla, started looking for God, the ultimate reality through days and nights, 
ultimately I realized that He is within me and that was when I caught the moment 
of auspicious augury”. 

And Lalla did not discriminate between man and man on the basis of religion or 
caste or grade. 

“Shiv chhuy rozan thali thalay 
Ma zaan Hindu ta Mussalmaan ” 

“God is omnipresent residing everywhere and in every being; do not discriminate 
between humans -Hindus or Muslims”. 

Auntie’s melodious recitation of their lofty ideas and the elegant power of Lai 
Ded’s language had a touching effect - it aroused in me a very keen desire to know 
more about Lai Ded, to read her verses - her Vaakhs, as these are called, and to 
understand their meaning. I also wanted to know more about the times and the 
environment in which she lived and became popular. 
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The Aunty related another interesting story about Lalded. She said that when a 
great Muslim saint, called Nund Rishi who was later known as Alam Dari Kashmir 
- venerated by all Kashmir as a “Standard bearer and spiritual leader” - was born, 
Lai Ded was much older and was — around as a saint respected by Hindus and 
Muslims. As the infant Nund Rishi was delivered by his mother he would not 
suckle milk from his mother. She and her relatives were very worried. But on the 
third anxious day Lai Ded was seen walking that way; The baby’s mother rushed to 
her and told her of this great problem. Lai Ded took the baby and said this “Zena 
mandachhok na, ta channa kyazi, chuk, Mandachhan ” Lai Ded was said to have 
been an elderly woman, at least sixty years of age, when Nund Rishi was born. 

“You did not feel the shame of being bom (into this mortal world) - so why 
are you ashamed of feeding yourself’. 

On this, the baby sucked milk from Lai Ded’s breast. This symbolized his spiritual 
connection with Lai Ded. Later on, when Nund Rishi grew up and was recognized 
as a great saint - he venerated Lall Ded and prayed to God. 

“That Lalla of Padmanpur - she drank 
Her fill of divine nectar 

She was indeed an avatar (incarnation) of yours. 

O God, Grant me also the self-same boon!” 

Siddhalaxmi Aunty was now in a mood to relate more stories about Lai Ded and 
recite Lai Ded's verses - called ‘ vaakh ’ (sayings). As she recited some more, I was 
unable to understand most of the words but the language affected me as very 
profound and elegant Kashmiri, the rhyme, the rhythm and the incantation had a 
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magical effect. My desire to comprehend the meaning was further aroused. I asked 
Aunty the meaning of the words in the vaakhs she had recited - particularly the 
one. 

“Lalla bo dray as... 

vuchum panditpenanee geray ”. 

I asked her whether Lalla had been taught this by her father or her Guru - 
Siddhamole, she said Lalla worked hard, went through yogic exercises, meditated a 
great deal with tremendous concentration and then one day she realized what God 
was and that God was within herself. I was very much impressed that here was 
someone who had, with lot of effort over time, guided by her father and her teacher 
she came to her own conclusion about religion and the ultimate reality. It was not 
something that she accepted blindly from her teachers. I realized that there was 
hardly any scope in our religion for blind faith. But some of our elders particularly 
many of our women folk required us to accept all that was told, without any 
questions. In fact they would get annoyed if we asked questions or expressed our 
doubts. Luckily for me however, Haaramaal was not one of them, nor was 
Siddhalaxmi Auntie. Tara also encouraged me and other children to raise questions 
and seek answers from those who had the knowledge. When she chided me for the 
remark that I had made - the one about Lai Ded’s miracle with the frozen water 
being the work of great magic. This she did out of her anxiety and did not want 
siddha auntie to feel hurt or get annoyed at the remark. 

Tara was pointing out the good manners I was expected to show towards a 
respected relative. And I noticed that Siddhalaxmi Aunty did not even raise her 
voice, if she was annoyed she did not show it at all. My regard for her enhanced a 
great deal. After all her ascetic life she had disciplined her ego and she took it all as 
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a humble person, and then promptly sought to answer my doubt. The difference 
between a magician and a great saint with powers became clearer. 

Tara announced that the lunch was ready. She spread a woolen blanket in front of 
us, asked us to wash our hands and sit for the meal. The children from the house 
next door, not too close relations though - Narayan. Shama, Jamuna were asked to 
sit too. They informed their mother - who knew that they were all very chummy 
with Sona (my cousin) and me. The meal was delicious - moong ki dual with 
nadrus , saag, karela and baingan, curds and nadru churma , which was perfect- 
crunchy and tasty. 

Siddha laxmi Auntie was asked by Haarmaal to come over the next Sunday too and 
relate some more stories to us. 

My mother Tara’s mother Haramaal used to mention some names with great 
respect and regret. One of them was her younger brother named Raghunath who 
had introduced a paddy shredding rice machine in his village Muran. It made him 
famous and popular among his village people who made good use of it. He was 
killed at an early age due to an electric stock by the same machine. Another was 
her elder uncle named Mr. Ishwar Kaul, a respected Sanskrit scholar. She told me 
that he was one pandit who worked with great firangees (foreigners) on his 
Sanskrit Research work. He had died when Haramal was young. She mentioned his 
name with great pride. 

When Pandit Ishwar Kaul had died (in 1893) Harmal would have been an 
unmarried teenager of 17 or 18 years. Harmaal was later married to an elderly 
widower Mr. Amarchand Ghassi, whose wife left him four married children, one 
young daughter in law (Sidhalaksmi), my mother (named Janki) (wedded name 
Tara) was the only child that Amarchand and Harmal had in 1902 - 03. 
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On my first visit to the USA (in 1992 - 93) a Kashmiri friend showed me a printed 
copy of a very scholarly and comprehensive dictionary of the Kashmiri language 
completed by Mr. Grierson and published by the State Society of Bengal once in 
1924 and again in 1932. This mentions the name of one Mr. Ishwar Kaul- A known 
great scholar of Sanskrit and very knowledgeable about Kashmiri language as their 
first assistant, one Ishwar Kaul Pandit who worked on this till he died in 1893. 
Then they engaged another Pandit; one Govind Kaul who died in 1899. After that 
they found one Mukundram Shashtri who worked till the work was completed. He 
died in 1921 but by then the compilation seemed to be complete, which is why it 
could be published in 1924, and also in 1932. 

I guess that my grandmother Harmaal was closely related to Ishwar Kaul, whom 
she called Chacha Bub (Grand Uncle) with great pride and reverence. She seemed 
to have been missing her brother and him. 

Foot Note: 

Note printed on title page of the Book. 

‘Bibliotheca Collection of Oriental works. A dictionary of the Kashmiri language’ 
compiled partly from materials left by the Late Pandit Ishwar Kaul, by Sir George 
Grierson published 1924 also 1932. 

6. My Father’s side 

My Father's Mother Teez 

My father was Jia Lai. His mother Teez (brief for Teezmaal - meaning a garland of 
shining luster) had suffered many personal losses, she had seen several of her little 
infants die at birth, a daughter die less than a year after her marriage, her husband 
pass away at the early age of 45, she suffered from diabetes which was incurable 
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even untreatable. Later, she saw Tara die, then my younger sister Rupa. Even after 
enduring all this tragedy, she felt lucky she had a son and one daughter, who was 


now married to the former's late daughter's husband. Her sisters-in-law Veshmal, 
mother of Nandlal, and Sukhamaal who was the mother of Kashinath, and Teez 
lived like very close loving and caring sisters. Both Sukhi and Teez treated 
Veshmal with respect as their elder sister. Teez used to willingly do all the hard 
domestic jobs and even helped Sukhi with her tasks. Teez was a very 
compassionate person. 

She kept track of relatives and close neighbors and would rush to help them out 
and console and help them if they were sick or in some trouble. 

Early one day when Teez came back home from her daily morning visit to the 
nearby temple she did not remove her footwear- wooden clogging, instead told 
Sukhi she would go and look up a neighbor, Mr. Malla, in our locality who had 
taken ill suddenly. She requested Sukhi to carry on with the household chores on 
her behalf while she was away. Sukhi informed Veshmal too. 

When Teez knocked at the door of the Malla house, in the neighborhood, she was 
greeted by the only son of the elder Malla, a widower whose wife had died some 5 
or 6 years earlier, immediately after the marriage of their son. Malla, the senior, 
looked very sick; his eyes were sunken and lusterless, he had a splitting headache 
and high fever. The son explained that his wife had gone two days ago to visit her 
parents in a town about 40 miles away and was expected to return in a week's time. 
Teez touched the senior's forehead, she said, “Oh! It is burning hot, how long has 
he been like that?”. “Since yesterday” said the son. She soaked a small towel in 
cold water and put it as a wet pack on the patient’s forehead. She asked the 
younger one to go and rush to tell the doctor who lived next door and ask him to 
visit and have a look. The doctor, whom everyone knew, did not possess a degree 
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or even a diploma in medicine. Such professionals were rare in those days. This 
gentleman had been working as a Medical Assistant to an English Doctor in the 
Church Missionary Hospital in Srinagar. People had developed faith in the 
assistant who had quite a busy practice as a general physician. 

The son summoned courage and went to fetch the 'doctor'. At first he was hesitant 
to leave his waiting patients but when he was told that Teez Bakaya had come over 
and she sent him, he took serious notice that Teez could have come over to help 
only if the patient was in bad shape. The doctor went over and made a visual 
examination of the patient. He even put his fingers on his abdomen and his chest, 
took his pulse and examined his tongue. He put his thermometer in the patient’s 
mouth and noted the temperature. Then he wrote a prescription - a cough mixture, 
a solution of aspirin and salicylic acid and asked the young man to go with him to 
fetch some other medicine. He instructed him to get help for nursing the patient till 
his wife returned. Teez felt reassured that the patient was in safe hands. She took 
leave, but the patient entreated her to pay another visit. On the second visit in the 
afternoon, she noticed that his fever had receded slightly and the doctor’s visit had 
a soothing effect. 

When she came home, she enquired if Tathya was still there. Yes, he was. So Teez 
hesitated to face him, not knowing what his reaction would be. But she had the 
courage of her own belief in being a caring person and would not mind the 
sacrifice. Tathya came into the dining room to say that he would be late in 
returning from school- the Church Missionary School where he was a senior 
teacher under Canon Tyndale Biscoe. He said he had to take a group of boys from 
his class to look up and help patients in the Mission Hospital at Drugjan about 5 
miles distant. The school wanted to inculcate Christian values of compassion and 
caring in the Kashmiris. Well, Teez a devout Hindu, did not need any lessons. 
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Compassion was in her nature and she was happy that Tathya, also a Hindu, was 
shaping along well, without even making a show of his own religions faith. 

I always felt that Teez was looking pensive and sad most of the time. She would 
not participate in any lively humorous talk at home even when Dashakak (our 
dedicated and affectionate cook and helper) related some jokes or some stories. 
Once, I spoke out aloud this observation to Teez's younger brother Rishi Kak 
(Rishi uncle) who was a judicial service employee and used to visit her often. He 
told me he was planning to invite her to his home where his wife Prabha would 
deftly make her laugh. One day he asked Narayan's permission to let her visit his 
family for a week or so, along with me. He agreed. Both of us went to Rishi Kak's 
home, a small two-storey house at Sathu, not too distant from the Bakaya house in 
Srinagar. I found Rishi Kak’s wife Prabha as usual a very affectionate and 
welcoming lady who made us feel very comfortable. Her two daughters were as 
pleasant and caring as her. All three were usually joking and laughing most of the 
time. I observed that their welcoming behaviour and her loving and respectful care 
of Teez at first evoked pleasant smiles on Teez’s face and after a while she too 
burst into laughter. I felt very happy to see Teez unbelievably changed to become a 
lively hilarious normal being. 

Rishi Kak invited his and Teez's other sister and relatives and we enjoyed their 
company and the abundance of hospitality that we received. 

A few months later Rishi Kak was transferred and posted to Anantnag, a town 
quite some distance from Srinagar. Rishi Kak invited Teez and me to visit him and 
his family to Anantnag for a week or two; this was also approved by the joint 
family. Rishi Kak took us along and we were once again in an atmosphere of easy 
comfort and laughing sessions. Rishi Kak took off from his office work for a few 
days and we visited some neighboring towns and places like Mattan, Verinag, and 
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Hangalgund - all picturesque places of scenic beauty. He showed us the handicrafts 
shops. I was delighted to see the shops full of gubbas and namdas and beautiful 
artistic pieces made of walnut wood like small houseboats, small tables, small 
books etc. He took us to visit Verinag, the source of river Jhelum. He took us to 
see the ruins of the ancient temple and palace of Martand said to be built by the 
great king Lalitaditya of Kashmir long ago. 

At Hangalgand village he showed us the place where the saint Mirza Kak 
meditated, He was the Guru (teacher) of the Bakaya family’s ancient respected 
saint Shakar Sahib. Rishi Kak wanted to arrange a visit to Pahalgam but his leave 
expired. He promised to take us there on our next visit after some months, if he 
remained posted in Anantnag. We felt very happy and felt triumphant that I could 
see my Teez laughing often with ease and without restraint. 

7. Darshan Bakaya (Dasha Kak) 

DASHA KAK (Darshan Bakaya) Family Asset 

Among the Bakaya family there was a young boy whom everyone called Dasha. 
Once I asked my grandmother Teez how he was related. She said that this young 
man’s name is Darshan. He and his elder brother called Parakak (Paramanand) had 
met Narayan Bakaya once and asked him for help. They told him they had lost 
their parents and were living in their village Hangalgund (Southern part of 
Kashmir) with a distant uncle but his family was poor. The elder one said he would 
like his younger brother, Darshan, to work for and live as a servant of a kind Pandit 
family. Darshan was said to be a boy of twelve years, the elder one said that as for 
himself he had taken shelter as a disciple of a local saint who lived in a temple in 
the village with two of his disciples. 
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Narayan Bakaya felt deeply sympathetic. He told Parakak, Darshan could live as a 
member of his large family who had a number of children slightly elder to him. 
Darshan would learn to help the family house wives in small and easy tasks. 
Narayan asked him he could join the Bakaya family and live along with Darshan 
for a few days to ensure he felt comfortable. So these two orphans joined the 
Bakaya family. The elder brother saw Darshan feeling happy and comfortable. He 
left within a week, making a promise to Darshan that he would be visiting him 
occasionally. 

Darshan was treated with compassion as a child by the elder ladies, the wives of 
the three Bakaya brothers. 

Darshan turned out to be a smart boy, who was quick to learn routine work and 
would show to be alert and eager to help them in their day-to-day working. He had 
a sharp memory. He recited some Kashmiri poems of famous poets like Parmanand 
and Krishan Razdan. Sometimes he would recite some stanzas from Lai Ded’s 
“ Vaakhs ”. We were amazed to see that he was able to recite verses from spiritual 
poets Parmanand and Krishhan Razdan. He had even memorized the birthday puja 
in Sanskrit. 

In fact, Darshan endeared himself to all the Bakayas and became a useful member 
of the family. Outsiders started calling him Darshan Bakaya. Slowly, as days 
passed, Darshan learned Kashmiri cooking from the experienced ladies in the 
family and sometimes from some popular professional cooks. His style of cooking 
was becoming very likeable for every member of the family and even for visiting 
relatives and friends. Some of them would ask him to help whenever they had to 
throw a party at their homes. They would pay him suitably for his work sometimes 
some highly satisfied guest would also give him an extra tip. 
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One day, my birthday was marked by very heavy snowfall. The family priest who 
was expected to come and perform the birthday prayer and rites could not attend 
our home. Dasha Kak had prepared the yellow rice and kept the other requirements 
ready. We noticed he knew all that was needed to be done. Uncle Jejkak brought 
out a book containing Sanskrit text of the birthday puja rites and said he would 
read the text carefully and try correct pronunciation of the Sanskrit words. 
Dashakak just smiled. He said “Let me recite the prayers by rote and let Jejkak 
watch and check with the printed text.” This was agreed. Everyone was amazed to 
notice that Dasha kak recited the entire text of the long prayer quickly and 
correctly without any break or mistake and finished the whole ritual as the priest 
would have had he been present. Tathya and the others in the house were happy. 
Tathya gave Darshan the small amount of money that should have otherwise gone 
to the priest. In fact, the priest came in the next day and Tathya paid him the usual 
Dakshina (Wages) too. 

One day, Dasha came to know that uncle Jejkak and the young boys Jankinath and 
Kashinath had decided to go and watch a movie. They did not tell me; they thought 
that I was too small to be able to walk the long distance to reach the cinema hall, 
which was right. Dasha kak did find this right and so he asked Tara to dress me up 
quickly. He asked her and the other ladies of the house, Teez, Veshmal and Sukhi 
to permit him to carry me to the cinema so that he and I would also be able to 
watch the movie. He picked me up and made me sit safely on his shoulders and he 
started walking very fast. I was unaware of what he was doing but I thought he 
would be taking me to watch some game or magic show. 

We reached the cinema a few minutes before the show started. He bought a ticket 
for himself, and found that I did not need any. He took a seat in the cinema hall 
and put me on the seat next to him. He said to me “Now sit quietly watch the 
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movie, ‘Do not talk, if you want to ask me some questions about the film wait till 
the show is over and I will answer all your want to know about the show.” 

I stayed quiet and patient, focused on the scenes. I was amazed to see men and 
women in the moving pictures talking and singing. I enjoyed the music and the 
fun. I told Dasha I liked the Tamasha. He told me the movie was about Queen Guli 
Bakawali. 

The show was over and he quickly picked me up put me back on his shoulder and 
walked home fast, reaching before Jejkak and my elder cousins. I always found 
Dasha considerate and affectionate. 

8. My first day at school - just dots, dashes, circles 

One day I had a great surprise. My mother, Tara, woke me up from where I was, 
among the other little kids of the house sleeping on a large cotton mattress on the 
floor of our room, sharing two warm quilts. Spring had already begun but there 
was still a nip in the air which was a contrasting welcome after the severe winter 
that had just begun its retreat. Tara took me by the hand and gave me a warm water 
bath- She put me into a clean change of clothes- a Kurta Pajama. She led me to the 
room where we had the relics of our family ancestor Saint Shakar Sahib. Then she 
prayed devoutly with moist eyes. After which she put a sindoor (vermillion) tilak 
on my forehead, and then put a little speck of darker color on it. She asked me to 
pray too. Although visiting Shaker Sahib’s room and touching the relics 
reverentially was a daily routine ritual for everyone in the house, I felt this was 
some special occasion. What surprised me more was that it was Tara who was 
doing all this. In any joint family, kids were not free to have much of a contact 
with their parents. Nor could the parents have much of an interaction with them. 
That was the normal code of behaviour in a joint family of Kashmiri Pandits. No 
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wonder I had little contact with my father, who was anyways out on tour most of 
the time in the forests, on his official duty as a forest officer. On that particular day 
he was at home. After Tara prepared me she took me from our worship room to see 
my uncle Tathya's mother Veshmal the grand lady of the house, While with 
Veshmal, Tara called my sister Durga & my cousin. Durga was too small to 
understand what was going on. But the cousin elder to me, Sona seemed excited, I 
had no clue what was happening. Uncle Tathya came and after we had some 
breakfast took me to what was a small school run by a learned Panditji -Pt. 
Mukund Ram Shastri. I was given a well polished rectangular wooden slab called 
‘takhtf or 'mashq' with a small stick with one end shaped into a thick nib. This had 
to be dipped into a little inkpot- which contained a watery mix of white soft earth 
called Sef. The Panditji used this as a pen to draw some dashes and dots on my 
takhti. He asked me to copy these dashes and dots and fill the whole takhti which 
was about 9 xl2 inches. This was the first time I had to make any drawings. 
Panditji patted me on my back. I looked up towards Tathya; he seemed 
appreciative and signaled his approval too. I felt encouraged to move on. I filled 
the whole takhti with dots and dashes which, it seemed were my first steps in the 
field of communication. I was wondering what these dots and dashes meant and 
where would these lead too. Panditji wrote out a new line of dots and dashes and 
curves and asked me to copy these out as my second exercise. While my dots and 
dashes came out well, the curves turned out to be uneven. If this was all that school 
learning meant, I felt quite confident. After I stayed there for an hour or so, 
Panditji let me go home with Tathya and asked me to repeat the drawing exercise 
on both sides of the takhti to show him the next day. 

At home I was thronged by my sisters, cousins, the elder boys, and the ladies of the 
house. I was taken to Shaker Sahib’s room for a small thanks giving prayer, which 
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was this time led by my grandma Teez. My mother bowed and with moist eyes 
drew me close to her. I had the feeling that she wanted to give me a hug but how 
could she do this in the presence of all the elders? I saw a glimpse of my father too 
and could discern an expression of joy in his eyes, but again he could not draw me 
to himself, nor could I go near my parents. In fact, the belief had been cultivated in 
us that, Tathya, who was the eldest male member of the joint family, was the 
master of the house and the father figure for all the kids. I enjoyed the attention 
being showered on me, and the words of praise for my “achievements” at school 
on the first day. When I showed my takhti to one of my older and favorite cousin 
whom we called Laala, he told me that the Panditji wanted me to learn Hindi. He 
had started with the dashes, the dots and the curves that make the Hindi alphabet. 
In the evening while going out into the courtyard to cross over to another room 
where other kids were playing, Tara caught me in the less lit doorway and gave me 
a very warm hug and a kiss on my forehead. I saw teardrops forming in her large 
eyes as dewdrops. 1 asked her why she was crying. “No my darling, today is a 
proud day for me, waves of joy are brimming over and spilling out of my heart.” 
Her warmth and the prayerful blessings she uttered lingered with me throughout 
my growing years and radiated a feeling of sustenance even after her death at the 
young age of 34. In hindsight, I realize how this kind of emotional attachment and 
prayers from most mothers in homes of Kashmiri Pandits despite the restrictive 
confines that joint families were, was the inspiring spirit which made education of 
children a top priority, even for their mothers who were illiterate and not even 
interested or motivated to read and write. This was a great bonding of care between 
mother and child, along with a solemn promise by the child. It was a great treasure 
we cherished as our legacy. 
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9. My School Years 

I left school CMS (Church Missionary Society) in 1935 at the age of 13, after 
passing the tenth (Matriculation) exam, conducted by the Punjab University. The 
then principal C. B. Tyndale Biscoe’s son, Eric wrote in my school leaving 
certificate that I was leaving school at a young age when I should have been 
admitted to school in fifth or lower class. 

I had found the school very good. The headmaster, Mr. Shankar Pandit was very 
well learned and disciplined teacher, and commanded a lot of respect and esteem. 
Once a Viceroy of India, on a visit to Kashmir was invited by principal Biscoe to 
have a look at his school. He asked Mr. Biscoe what qualifications his headmaster 
had; Mr. Biscoe said “Sir, what my Shankar does not know is not worth knowing.” 
The school was very popular. It pioneered in sports apart from nature study and 
normal study of usual subjects, the normal curriculum also included crafts: 
carpenters’, masons’, smiths’. We were taught swimming and most students 
participated in crossing river Jhelum, some even a length of the Dal Lake. Some 
students swam that distance plus the downstream up to the school located 
downtown. We would collect a large variety of flowers, preserve these in between 
sheets of blotting paper and write descriptions, name, and place found etc and 
carefully preserve these ‘Press Books’. 

Frequent snowfalls presented another kind of difficulty for me personally. For help 
in Hindi, Sanskrit, and Math for my tenth class exam, at the University level, 
coming up in about six months, two good teachers had agreed to guide me. But I 
had to go all the way to their homes twice every week. So howsoever the weather 
rain or snow, I had to reach their distant places. About half a mile in two different 
directions one in the late mornings from 10 am to noon and another early afternoon 
2.30 pm to 4.00 pm before the early evenings. The weather wasn’t quite helpful, 
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because of which I had a very tough time braving the exercise of walking the 
snow-blocked roads and lanes to reach two places in time. But I recollect that I 
stood the challenge and the result was I almost topped in these subjects. The 
teachers were extremely able and very kind to spare their time in the hard winter 
season. I adored them and remember them with reverence and also their kind and 
caring families. The Math teacher was Mr. Ishwar Kaul (Dhobi) and Hindi / 
Sanskrit teacher was Prof. Kaul. My favorite English teacher in college, who also 
happened to be an affectionate relative, was another Mr. J L Kaul who later 
became the principal and director of the school. 

Triloki Kaul was a classmate of mine; he also happened to be the son of a friend of 
my uncle Nandlal. Triloki and I were asked to attend the house of our math’s 
teacher master Ishwar Kaul Dhobi every holiday for a two-hour session to help 
revise our math’s lesson to prepare for the oncoming matriculation exam to be 
conducted by the Punjab University about six months later. We used to walk 
through the snow covered lanes avoiding the snow which would suddenly drop 
from people’s roofs along the road or lane. The lanes were narrow and we had to 
be very careful. One day, as soon as we reached Master Ishwar Kaul’s home it 
started snowing heavily. Our teacher called his wife over to his room and asked her 
to let all of us enjoy the exciting and beautiful scene of the falling snow by having 
tea with some favorite snacks. He told her he had bought a bundle of nadru (lotus 
roots), saying that she had already been thinking of these and we should wait 
expecting for the surprise recipe. After an hour or so Master Ishwar Kaul took a 
pause in his lessons and offered the nice, delicious small pieces of the roots fried 
along with gram floor. It turned out to be a great treat and we forgot that the heavy 
snowfall usually being treated as a misfortune had been turned into a great and 
memorable event of pleasure. 
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Six months later we sat for the exam and as far as I was concerned, under the 
guidance of Master Ishwar Kaul, I got cent percent marks in Arithmetic and 
Algebra. I solved all problems in the question paper. In Geometry I scored a 90%. 
When the results were declared, I went to the school to get my school leaving 
certificate. Tyndale Biscoe’s son, Mr. Eric Biscoe was looking after his duties 
while he was away. He said that he was surprised that, I passed the tenth class 
exam so well, at an age at which I should have come to higher secondary school 
for admission in class V primary. My age was 13 years at that time. 

10. My College Years 

I was one of the youngest students seeking admission to the college. 

College was a different experience. I recollect names of most teachers who taught 
us. English teachers included Prof P N Qazi, Prof R.C. Pandita and Prof J L Kaul. 
Math teachers included Mr. Gyaniram and Mr. S N Kaul. Physics teachers 
included Mr. Tirathram Haveliram. Sanskrit teachers included Pandit Mukundram. 
I also remember Prof S K Toshkhani and Mr. Kanji Lai for Chemistry and Prof 
Nanda. 

I chose a combination of Physics and Sanskrit, along with Math, which, in the 
graduate classes was a double course. We liked principals of the college too. But 
one of the most popular teachers was our English Prof Jia Lai Kaul who later rose 
to become principal and perhaps director of education in J & K. He authored some 
valuable books and got an award from Sahitya Academy. 

I graduated at the age of 17 in 1939 and started thinking of further studies. My 
uncle, Mr. Nandlal, told me that he had planned to send me to study Engineering. 
A friend and a class fellow Mr. Somnath Toshkhani, who was also a brilliant 
student, encouraged me to apply for admission to a well known engineering 
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college. We applied and got a satisfactory response depending on the result of our 
BA (Graduation) results which were expected soon. 

By the time the results came, an untoward event happened at home. My uncle, who 
was a very popular teacher of English, sports, swimming, hiking, mountaineering, 
hockey, and football, aroused jealousies among some mischievous colleagues who 
started poisoning principal Biscoe’s ears, by false tales telling him that Mr. 
Nandlal may be good in these subjects, but, he was working against the mission’s 
job of encouraging church activity and efforts of conversion. 

Nandlal was called to explain - He told the principal that all these were all rumors 
and added that he felt hurt. He also said that if Mr. Biscoe believed these 
mischievous stories and did not trust him despite his loyalty and honest discharge 
of his multifarious activities he would like to put in his resignation. He waited but 
the mischief makers worked hard. So Nandlal resigned and that created a crisis. 
Nandlal had no job, no salary. His son who was studying medicine in Lahore was 
in his final year. He was getting his degree in a month or so and was expected to 
start his practice. It would be some time before he started earning, at least another 
year or two, before he settled down into the trade. The direct repercussions of this 
were seen on my education, the plan for my training in engineering collapsed. 

Teez had once given an account of the promise made by Tathya to Tara, my 
mother. When Tara had the feeling that she was dying, she was worried about her 
children while my dad was on duty in a distant forest. With tearful eyes she had 
requested Tathya (Nandlal) to be kind to ensure that her children were educated 
properly. Tathya informed Veshmal of this promise made to Tara, and his 
determination to all that he could to fulfill her wishes. When my dad returned 
home a few days after Tara’s death, he revealed this intention to him too. 
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This was the background for the plan that Tathya had thought of, to arrange for my 
training in engineering or medicine after my graduation, which would coincide 
with the completion of his son, Saiba’s (Jankinath) medical training. 

I may add that within a year, Canon Biscoe realized that he had been misled by 
Nand Lai’s jealous rivals. He called him back and saying “sorry” reinstated him 
and paid his salary retrospectively. For me, the news was delightful, but the events 
that happened within the year would shape my future differently. 

11. My First Job (temporary 1939-41) 

So the thinking shifted. Now I had to seek a job. My uncle had a close friend who 
was a Senior Gazetted Officer in the Accounts Department. He said that I should 
get myself some training which would qualify me for accountancy. This could be 
done at home by correspondence. I got in touch with a college of accountancy and 
started learning book-keeping and accounts along with typing and short hand too. 
My cousin, Mr. Kashinath who always took a lot of interest in me was not 
impressed as he saw no prospects of any advancement for me as an accountant, 
starting as Junior Accounts Clerk in the AG’s office. 

Meanwhile, I was occupied with pursuing study material to learn Book Keeping 
and Accountancy. I was lucky enough to get a job in the office of Superintendent 
Census who wanted to recruit a general clerk and a typist. I was one of the many 
applicants. The Census Superintendent, Capt R. G. Wreford examined all 
candidates in a written test. I was selected and started working as a Junior Clerk, 
on the grand salary of Rs. 29 per month which was the sanctioned starting salary 
for an employee who was a graduate. 

Capt. Wreford’s office was run by one Mr. Durga Prasad, the office 
superintendent. He had done his Masters in English and Sanskrit and his services 
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had been lent from the state secretariat. He was assisted by two head clerks and an 
accountant. One stenographer was attached to Capt. Wreford, along with a general 
typist, and a receipt and dispatch clerk. I was asked to handle the correspondence 
which came from the Census Commissioner’s office in Delhi as well as the one 
which arrived from the Tabulation Officer, Srinagar. I was required to put up brief 
notes on each paper, quote some relevant rules and earlier reference, if any. I was 
also asked to indicate action to be taken with the approval which was sought from 
Cap. Wreford. 

Capt. Wreford seemed to like my brief notes, which he said were practical and 
helpful. I must admit that I learnt my first lessons from the senior staff in the 
Census Superintendent’s office that were experienced and co-operative. 

When the census operation 1941 was nearing its end, and the office was about to 
be closed, Capt. Wreford took it upon himself to meet higher officers in the State 
Government asking for jobs for the retrenched staff of his office. He made a 
special recommendation for me, to the Deputy Chief Secretary, Political, in the 
Chief Secretariat. At the age of 19,1 was appointed as the Junior Clerk. 

My mentor and caring cousin, Kashinath, told me he was happy at the development 
and now the chances of attaining higher responsibility and promotion look better 
for me. He told me that all I had to do was to work hard, become efficient, and 
impress the seniors with good and honest work because they have access to the 
higher, powerful authorities. The whole family celebrated the news of my 
appointment which was a stable permanent job. 

My appointment in the chief secretariat meant that for winter months I had to move 
to Jammu, a warmer city, and the winter capital for J&K State. Uncle Nandlal had 
a close friend who also had to move to Jammu for winter months and he and four 
of his colleagues had arranged for that place a residence and a helper. He agreed to 
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enlist me as part of this group. My uncle was happy that I would be comfortable. I 
was not so sure about how it would be to live as a messmate with people older than 
my Dad. But I had no option and thought that I might be better off this way, by 
making friends among the employees of my age group while living as messmate in 
an affectionate and helpful group. 

So this arrangement was settled. I found that this group of elder Govt, servants 
belonged to an office which had to move in one week after the Secretariat. 

I got in touch with Mr. Durga Prasad (DP) who was my senior and superior in the 
census office as he was a part of the general secretariat headed by one of the 
Ministers moving to Jammu simultaneously with, the chief secretariat to which I 
belonged. He said I would be welcome to travel to Jammu with him and his family 
and live with them for one or two weeks till my messmates arrived in Jammu. This 
was a satisfactory arrangement and my uncle Nandlal and cousin Kashinath who 
met and discussed this with Durga Prasad happily agreed. 

On the day of departure for Jammu my uncle Nandlal and cousin Kashinath went 
with me early morning to see me comfortably seated in the second row behind the 
bus driver’s seat, as part of DP’s family, i.e. his wife, her younger brother and his 
two young children. I found all of them as nice, warm and pleasant company, just 
like DP. This was my first journey outside Kashmir. 

I had earlier travelled to Anantnag and Kukernag (Southern parts of Kashmir) 
where my grandmother Teez’s brother was working as judicial official. I had also 
travelled to many places in the northern parts where my Dad worked as an officer 
of the forest dept. Beyond Kashmir - travel to Jammu was a different experience. 
The bus was part of a large group of many others carrying moving officers. We 
had to travel up a mountain road to reach a higher level in order to cross the old 
tunnel, which was subject to snowfalls and cold. On some days of winter this road 
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remained closed till it was cleared by labor during hours of day, that is, if it 
stopped snowing. When we crossed the Banihal tunnel, it was sunny but yet very 
cold. 

From this journey, I can recall a very upsetting incident which left an extremely 
sad memory in the minds of all our fellow passengers. 

A car carrying some person with an important authority started trying to overtake 
our bus and after a long time of 20 minutes finally found success to do so, these 
may have been the most boring 20 minutes for him as the road zigzagged around 
the uphill path. So now he was ahead of us. The car suddenly stopped and our bus 
had to come to a halt too, along with the long line of buses trailing ours. We saw a 
well dressed VIP come out of his car and started beating a poor, half naked, old 
and frail bodied laborer till he bled after a few hard blows from the authoritative 
baton waved by the VIP. He was scolding at him in foul language; this fellow was 
part of a group of laborers clearing the road and wiping off some of the little rocks 
blocking the pathway. This poor man, working hard on the road, was unable to see 
the car while one of the little rocks he was clearing went up into the air and struck 
the VIP’s car. This enraged the VIP. He wasn’t satisfied till he saw the blood 
streaking from the poor man’s skull. He started his car and left, leaving the laborer 
to fend for himself Interestingly, his car had suffered no harm. The driver of our 
bus recognized the VIP. He told us that this VIP was a cruel non - Kashmiri Mr. 
Abdul Qayum, a judge of the high court. We felt very sad. I still recollect the 
feelings of hatred against the heartless VIP expressed by the Kashmiri passengers 
witnessing this. A number of the travelling drivers stopped and rushed to assist the 
poor man, and helped him stop the flow of blood till his colleagues and their leader 
took charge. 
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We continued with the journey, stopping for tea and lunch during the long 14-hour 
journey. DP seemed to have carried a sufficient quantity of home-made food and 
we only had to buy some tea. The shopkeeper was not pleased; he was expecting 
good earning from this big group of customers hoping to sell large quantities of 
food. But all we did was asked for some tea. 

Across the Banihal tunnel the sunshine was pleasant. We proceeded ahead, crossed 
other towns and reached Jammu at about 9 PM. My co-passenger DP helped me 
collect my luggage and his whole group took me to a house that he had rented near 
the secretariat, which used to be an old palace. 

We had a quick dinner and set our beddings. I was given a bedstead called Charpai 
and I slept undisturbed. Next morning DP's wife prepared some breakfast which 
we enjoyed. I had some more rest after which DP took me for a walk. 

We walked through lanes paved with medium sized round rocks, fixed on to the 
surface. I found walking over the rocks, slightly unusual and tricky. DP told me 
Jammu city was called 'WATTAANDA SHAHAR', meaning a city of rocks. I 
noticed that the houses didn't have their sloping roofs, unlike the slanting roofs 
which stood like pretty caps on the top of houses in Kashmir. A Kashmiri like me 
who had stepped out of Kashmir for the first time had once told me, “It seems one 
day a wild fire appeared to have burnt all roofs from the houses”. DP laughed and 
explained that Jammu didn't need big slanting roofs as it didn't get snowfalls. 

I stayed with DP's family for two days during which they made me very 
comfortable. I thanked them and joined the elderly group who had also reached 
Jammu and had come over to pick me up. The house that this group had rented had 
six bedrooms besides the large sitting room, with a separate space for eating, 
adjacent to a large kitchen run by cook cum overall helper a young man called 
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Aasaram, pleasant and athletic bodied. He kept the whole place neat and clean and 
was a good cook. 

A separate room was allotted to me. It had a bed and one chair and a seat on the 
covered floor. I had carried some books which kept me busy. I found that once the 
others came from their office they sat for a cup of tea and snacks and kept busy 
talking of their office affairs: the behavior of their office boss, the chief engineer, 
his mannerisms and so on. I felt bored and would go to my room and pick up one 
of my books to read. I noticed that one of the members from the group, Mr. Vishnu 
Pandit didn't seem to relish what the others talked about all the time and he too 
went to his room. One day I noticed that he used to keep busy reading some 
Sanskrit books, some recitations he read aloud sounded familiar to me. So I sought 
time with him and requested him to devote the after-dinner time to recite some 
commonly used prayers and explain their meaning. He was very happy to start. I 
enjoyed this and found that two-hour period was very interesting and useful. 

Later I found that Vishnu Pandit was one of the popular students of Pandit 
Harabutt Shastri, an eminent and esteemed scholar of important Sanskrit texts of 
Hinduism and particularly of Kashmir Shaivism. I realized that the time I was able 
to spend with him was useful in enhancing my interest in our heritage. 

My time in office was enjoyable and I made some good friends. I was able to join a 
small group who had organized a pilgrimage to the famous shrine of Vaishno Devi. 

12. Living on a riverbank 

The house of Bakaya’s stood on the bank of a stream flowing out of the main river 
Jhelum. Usually it was almost dry but during the rainy season it assumed a very 
angry form. 
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The waters were viciously splashing against the abutment wall of our house which 
had been repaired and replaced with cement concrete only a month earlier. The two 
pillars on which the Kani Kadal bridge stood resisted the over flow of the fast 
waters and this resistance seemed to provoke and enrage the river into violent 
attacks, creating huge whirl pools. Ordinarily, during normal days when the water 
level was low, the flow was smooth and people used boats even upstream, but 
those were safe days. 

Downstream, the Kuta Kol led to a barrage called the weir which was included in 
the sight-seeing itinerary of tourists. When it was easy to navigate, it was usually 
frequented by tourists taking a boat ride. 

I recall one day, when the small stream was in flood, it was impossible for any 
boatman to undertake a boat ride. But while we were looking at the flooded river, 
we saw a family of four foreigners and a couple of children riding a shikar a which 
was being towed upstream by four strong Kashmiri boatmen. The boatmen wore a 
look of confidence; the tourists were enjoying their ride appreciating the hard labor 
of the determined boatmen. Riding headlong into the whirl pool, their boat was 
pushed down forcefully. They rallied again, attacking with renewed vigor. The 
gushing waters were relentless. The struggle continued for about half an hour. The 
boatmen cried for help from the people standing on the bridge to throw over a 
strong rope which would help them pull and tow the shikara upstream through the 
raging waters between the two pillars, on which the bridge stood. They felt they 
could manage once they were able to cross the span beyond the bridge. The hefty 
and courageous boatmen succeeded in doing so and saving the group after a very 
anxious time. 

On a different occasion, we were watching a Shikara (boat) making brave attempts 
to travel upstream in the flooded river, which was flowing wild and ferocious. The 
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strong team of six boatmen were feeling confident. The tourists were an English 
couple and two small children. Nearing the bridge however seemed too difficult. A 
crowd had collected on the bridge. They started shouting to the boatmen, some 
trying to say, “Brave”, others trying to caution them that they were making a 
foolhardy attempt. In one sudden push of an angry water wave, the boat capsized. 
The passengers fell into the rushing stream. From our house, on sensing the 
danger, my uncle Nandlal, jumped into the river, swam, caught the two kids 
downstream, and directed two of the boatmen who were able to pull the couple out 
of the fast flowing water at a spot far downstream from the bridge. My uncle ran to 
the hospital nearby, along with the kids, one on his back and another in his lap. 
They had swallowed some river water but they were helped by a doctor. They were 
safe and looking for their parents who also were taken to the same hospital where 
the doctor treated them. They felt relieved. Nandlal came home after the couple 
thanked him profusely. 

Next day the couple came to our house to call and speak to Nandlal. They asked 
him how they could express their tremendous gratitude. They said they wanted to 
pay some amount of money. Nandlal smiled and said, “Well, I am grateful to you 
for the suggestion but do you think I would accept any amount? I could not bear 
the sight of the accident without waiting, so I jumped into the water, swam swiftly 
and was glad to save the children and direct the two boatmen to rush and save you 
and madam. Our very religion teaches us this attitude of spontaneous help when 
needed”. They left but next day they visited our school and told Canon Biscoe 
about the accident and how Nandlal had risked his life to save them. Canon Biscoe 
told them he was proud of Nandlal. The couple seemed keen on rewarding 
Nandlal; they would do it through Canon Biscoe and the school. The couple 
suggested that they would get a silver plate or tumbler embossed with Nandlal’s 
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name on it and the school could bestow the award upon him at its annual function 
which was coming up within a week. The couple had planned to stay in Kashmir 
for another two weeks. Canon Biscoe invited them as visitors. They came and we 
saw Nandlal getting the award which became a prized part of our family collection. 
Nandlal, my Dad, and cousin Kashinath had won awards in various events like 
swimming, boating, hiking and sports. 

13. Shivratri celebration and Clean-up drive 

It was the third week of February. The Shivratri (the Hindu festival) fortnight was 
about to start. All the ladies of the house were busy planning the tasks that lay 
ahead during that sacred fortnight. On the first day of that period, the whole house 
had to be cleaned up, all the sitting rooms, the bedrooms, the kitchen and the stairs. 
The grass mats which were commonly used as floor covering had to be rolled up 
and dusted; the floors in every room had to be swept clean by using grass brooms 
which raised clouds of dust. So the womenfolk would cover their heads with pieces 
of cloth like masks while the dust settled down. Other ladies would soak some soft 
earth in buckets of warm water prepared on small fireplaces provided in the open 
compound. Small rags of cloth were soaked in the buckets to pick up the clay and 
water mix and then used for splashing over and sweeping the dry floors. This gave 
the soft earthen floors that had been laid on during the construction a fresh look. 
This done, the working women folk would take a break and refresh themselves by 
taking some green tea with sugar or with milk and salt from metal cups along with 
a small (bagel like) bread which had sesame seeds strewn over them. 

The floors took time to dry up, sometimes the whole day due to humidity in the air. 
Sweeping and cleaning and resurfacing the stairs with the wet soft clay was more 
tiring than doing the floors and unless done carefully, someone did slip down over 
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the wet stairs, which were made of pieces of wood, covered by soft earth, while 
ladies were kept busy with this work the children had to keep busy mostly with 
outdoor play. All the daughters-in-law of the family bore the brunt of this activity, 
but one seldom saw or heard any articulation of complaint as long as the burden of 
the work was shared equitably. If any deferment was practiced by the younger ones 
for the elderly ones, it was voluntary and out of good manners. 

14. Khirbhavani (Tullamulla) and Monthly trips for Ashtami 

The Head of our joint family, Narayan was a very religious person, a great devotee 
of Bhagwati Raginya of Tullamulla - Khir Bhavani, a very sacred shrine about 16 
miles from Srinagar. The eighth day of every moonlit fortnight had a special 
significance for the worship and lots of Hindus used to collect to offer flowers 
besides Kheer (a rice pudding) or halwa and poori and offer burning incense at the 
temple which stood in the midst of a spring of clear water. According to legend, 
the holy spring water sometimes changed color. 

Two days ahead of the eighth day of the moon, Narayan Bakaya used to arrange 
for a large boat- called a doonga which was rowed downstream along with the 
entire household. It used to be a ritual to which every member looked forward. 
Narayan would invite the closest relatives to accompany and whenever needed, he 
hired an additional boat; the total cost of the rent for four days for each doonga 
boat would be Rs. 3. The pooled income of the three brothers would not exceed Rs. 
100 per month. This was considered a respectable amount, and had adequate 
purchasing power to sustain the family on a subsistence level, not too poor. 

The journey to the shrine downstream would take about eight hours, and the boat 
would be moored at a spot behind the shrine usually reserved by a local who 
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expected us. Thus the camping site was located near the lower side of the 
Bhagwati's temple. 

15. Storytellers in our Joint Family 

The children growing with me in the joint Bakaya family were encouraged to listen 
to interesting stories. We always looked forward to these special sessions. Our 
elders would welcome good story tellers from inside the family and some talented 
relatives. 

An unmarried uncle named Jagannath Kaul, who lived as a part of the Bakaya 
family was one such storyteller. We children used to call him Jejikak. He was very 
friendly to all of us. He had a knack of reciting stories which he said were from his 
personal experience gathered through travel in some distant villages of Kashmir. 

He narrated the stories of adventure with such skill that the interest of all the 
children remained aroused throughout and all of us listened to the stories wakefully 
and attentively, clearly absorbed in each word uttered. We seemed utterly 
convinced that he was relating events experienced by him personally. I recall some 
of his story telling sessions. I must say that when we had grown up our children 
were also interested in his story telling sessions. There I found one exception. My 
first child, Sidhartha, (who was given the pet name Bota), absented himself even 
when those just-a-little-older to him used to be enthusiastic attendees. When I 
observed lack of interest or his absence even at a point where every other child and 
his playmate seemed glued to the room, I asked him, “Why don't you feel like 
listening to Jejkak's stories?” He told me that most of these stories were a 
repetition of stories which I had recited to him. I had told him that Jejkak had 
related his personal experiences and adventures, to which he said these, were 
repetitive and that he could not believe that Jejkak, now quite old, could be the 
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hero of these risky adventures which he had been telling them were his very recent 
personal experiences. I realized that Bota was quite discerning and held his own 
independent opinions. I felt happy. 

Another story teller was our helper and talented cook Darshan. He was illiterate 
but he had a wonderful memory. He was able to relate stories of some saints, who 
had lived in that region of Kashmir where he was bom. Most of them were very 
popular saints, poets and public figures. Their sayings were recited as wise 
expressions of their personal experiences. What was remarkable was that Dasha 
Kak would recite and sing their songs composed by the very popular and respected 
persons - particularly Parmanand and Krishan Razdan. He would recite these 
correctly and clearly in his sweet voice. The very meaningful verses sayings of 
Saint Lalla popularly called Lai Ded, also those of Nund Rishi (A Muslim Saint) 
besides verses of Parmanand and Krishna Razdan. As a child even I had started 
remembering many of these poems or some pithy stanzas. Though I did not 
comprehend the meaning, the words, the rhymes and the sounds created an effect 
which was extraordinary and edifying. When I grew up, such outpourings of these 
great figures were understood and regarded as a part of our Kashmiri heritage. As a 
child I would sometimes ask Dasha Kak to explain the verses. He was unable to 
explain but he seemed completely immersed in the spiritually edifying effect which 
these sacred and effectively constructed verses or epigrams created when recited or 
sung in a pleasantly elevating tone. 

As a child I had the additional advantage of listening to the stories and sayings of 
saintly poets like Lai Ded and Parmanand and Krishan Razdan in the melodious 
voice of my grandmother Harmal's relative SidhaLakhshmi. 

Another person encouraged by our Bakaya adults particularly my Dad Mr. Jialal 
and Uncle Mr. Nandlal was a very pleasant and caring relative whom we called 
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Veda Kak. (Mr. Vedlal Trisal). He would attend the Bakaya house on almost every 
Sunday during spring or summer or sometimes even on the dry days of autumn, 
bringing along some of the season’s fruits such as apples, apricots, cherries or 
mulberry and distribute these among us the children. After which he would stay on 
and engage us for an hour or two, relating stories from Kashmiri history, mostly 
recorded by the famous historian Kalhan and his successors, historians of Kashmir 
called Raj Tarangani. These were stories of kings and queens and widely revered 
saints. He chose the interesting subject, had a very able knack of storytelling and 
all the children around him as also the ladies of the house listened with gripping 
attention. We always looked forward to his visits and respected and valued him. 
Later in life I found a book written by one Mr. Premnath Bazaz titled “Daughters 
of the Vitasta” (Vitasta is the Kashmiri name for river Jhelum) and recalled that 
Ved kak had been telling some of these stories after having studied parts of the Raj 
Tarangini translation in English and after getting help from a Kashmiri scholar 
friend of his. 

16. Sporting activities of my elders 

My father, Jia Lai was an athletic youth. He was always proud of his schooling in 
the Church Missionary School run by Tyndale Biscoe. He was very fond of sports 
and played football for his school team. Football was a popular sport and lots of 
crowds turned up to watch the periodical matches. The CMS School team was 
usually the winner and my father its proud captain. 

He was a strong and fast swimmer too. The CMS School held a regatta every 
week. Boys of the school were usually older - the average age of those who were 
admitted in the primary classes was 10. Those who passed the matriculation were 
usually 20 or 21 years of age. The boys were grouped into different groups or 
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houses. Each house was allotted a flat bottomed six - oared boat, with one captain 
and 12 oarsmen, six on each side. Their oars were like those used by boatmen, with 
shorter handles and heart shaped blades. The school boatman rowed backward 
strokes, sitting in their boats in two rows facing the captain, who held the rudder. 
Every Tuesday, the boys had to travel on foot, from the school after classes to 
Dalgate, a distance of 4 miles and get into their boats and hurry out into the Dal 
Lake opening at Gagribal. The teachers used to take a twelve oared boat that had 
an Oval shaped bottom, with a rudder. Canon Biscoe would be the captain, at the 
rudder. The teachers were also trained by turns. My uncle Nandlal who was a 
senior teacher next to the headmaster, Mr. Shankar Pandit, was entrusted with the 
captaincy for the 12 oared boat whenever Canon-Biscoe liked to see him handle 
the job. All boats were lined up and the captain of the 12 oared boat would start 
them with a flourish of the school flag, a Union Jack with an emblem of two 
paddles with heart shaped blades facing down as an X-shaped cross, with a legend 
‘In All Things Be Men’. Each boat crossed the lake at speed and then at a fixed 
place the boys would capsize the boats, swim and overturn it, empty out the water, 
turn it back and row in speed to the starting point. This process was timed by a 
panel of Judges sitting and keenly watching in the boats. The quickest teams who 
completed all the steps the fastest would be marked as first, second and third. Their 
performance was noted in their record and prizes would be distributed to each team 
through the captain at the Annual school function. 

This water sport became very popular. However, when it was started, the CMS 
School Principal faced an uphill task, persuading the parents to let their boys 
participate in the adventure, or learn swimming. But over a period of time and due 
to the persistence and drive of the school management, the boys picked up the art 
of swimming and gained confidence. The sport grew in popularity. 
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17. Guests of the Joint Family 

One day, a family of five moved in into our home. This included two kids, a boy 
and a girl. They were given a warm welcome and good hospitality. They seemed to 
have some relationship with the late great grandma of our house, although we had 
a very vague idea of the exact relationship. They were soon treated as part of the 
clan and were given a room to stay in. The old man, Shivji (called Shavir Kak) was 
trying to establish his business in the city. He had hired a shop in a busy shopping 
centre near Amirakadal; the first bridge on the river Jhelum in Srinagar. His son 
Radha Krishan and daughter-in-law Chanda were idle but Radhakrishan had been 
asked to assist his father at the shop after it started off, Chanda was pretty with 
large beautiful eyes, sharp features & a fair complexion. She was soft spoken and 
would willingly assist Teez and others on the household chores. Her two children 
inherited her good looks and her fair complexion. This family had rather 
imperceptibly merged with our total household and in fact two brothers of 
Radhakishan also moved in some time and became friendly companions of the 
younger Bakaya's. They were very affectionate and became involved in the 
household work, lending a helping hand whenever help was needed. In fact we had 
no difficulty in relating with them and treating them as part of our whole family; 
the concept of joint families was so much a part of our local culture. Such 
situations where distant cousins would also move in and be welcomed into 
whatever hospitality they could be afforded were taken in their stride. The burden 
of expenses for running the household was by all means greater, but the prices 
overall were low and affordable even at the low income level. 

Occasionally, Shavir and Radhakrishan Kak, on their return from the shop would 
get along some vegetables and half a seer (less than a kilogram) of mutton or 1 or 2 
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seers of fish or half a seer of dried fish. Dasha’s cooking recipes seemed out of the 
world. Distribution of the food was the responsibility given to Teez. She would 
look after the guests second only to Tathya, and my father- whenever he was 
present. The result was that the ladies of the house, apart from Veshmal were 
treated as the second rankers and their younger ones like for instance my mother 
Tara even below that. We kids, even the elder ones would be content with some 
soup or gravy from the mutton or fish apart from a helping or two from the 
vegetables. We found it very delicious. In cooking fish or dried fish, Dasha would 
use some suitable vegetables too. Sometimes he would use what seemed to us a 
concoction called 'Saderkanz'- made out of fermented rice water. The sour taste 
and the flavor of the spices used, which Dasha kept a guarded secret, made the dish 
particularly tingling and tasty. It enabled us to mix our cooked rice into a highly 
tasty and appetizing meal. 

18. My Wife Parma 

I got married in 1941 at the age of 19. Those days we were told “Marriages are 
made in heaven”. This came to mean that the whole procedure were matters of 
mystery to the bride and the groom. The principal two parties, the boy and the girl 
were given no chance or opportunity to see or meet each other till they meet at the 
venue for the religious rites of the ceremony, as utter strangers. The decisions were 
taken by the parents, after consulting some professional 'Go-Between'. Most of the 
times, with the help of astrologers, a boy’s and girl’s horoscopes are put together 
and checked for compatibility. I was told that my mother-in-law and her husband 
did not consult any professional astrologer or go-between, but relied on a friend 
who was a trusted relative of theirs and who knew our family very well had seen 
me and was impressed by me while at college. 


69 



After some time, on one of my visits they told me they were happy when the priest 
in charge of the wedding ceremony had by chance had the opportunity to look at 
our horoscopes after the wedding and found out that they had matched extremely 
well. This, we found turned out to be very true. Both of us felt attracted mutually, 
as if we knew each other from a long time. My wife, I found was not literate but 
she was very intelligent in judging people and very worldly wise, apart from being 
very affectionate and caring and intensely dedicated to the task of ensuring that our 
children were properly educated and brought up, she would make any personal 
sacrifice to that end. She taught them to be kind, humane and caring. 

Time came for us, the married couple to move from Srinagar to Jammu. My wife’s 
name at her parents’ home was “Kamala”. My uncle Nand Lai, the boss of the 
family, to give the incoming new member of family a different identity, chose the 
name Parmeshwari for her. I called her Parma. She was able to adjust as part of the 
large new family. She quickly made friends with the younger group and the elder 
daughter's-in-law, wives of my elder cousins, Jankinath and Kashinath, viz. 
Janakrani and Shyamrani and also the older mothers-in-law, Veshmal, Sukhmal 
and Teezmal. She provided support to my two younger sisters Durga and Rupa; 
our mother had died when I was 14. She got along very well with my cousin sisters 
Sona and Kama. I was very happy to see that she had endeared herself to this very 
affectionate family group. 

I was told that living accommodation for Parma and me had been arranged in 
Jammu city by Parma's brother, Capt. Raina, who as an officer of the state forces 
was already posted at the Jammu cantonment. 

We started taking leave to prepare for our move. We went first to see Parma's 
parents posted at Baramulla. Then we went to meet my Dad, Jialal and my 
stepmother Dhana at a place called Doabgau, where my Dad was posted as a forest 
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officer. We spent two days at each place. From Doabgau, my Dad went with us to 
the nearby town where we boarded the bus for Srinagar. 

Bidding us goodbye he said “I am praying to God that you become a ‘ Wazir -/- 
Wazaraf -an officer of status as district-in-charge, called ‘Deputy Commissioner’. 
After going to say 'bye' to some close relatives in Srinagar, we prepared for the 
long journey. My uncle and my cousin, very caring and loving, Kashinath, 
accompanied us to the bus stand early morning and bade us an affectionate 
goodbye. 

Parma and I occupied the two front seats. The weather was cold and windy. We 
used a woolen rug to keep us comfortable. We were able to cross the tunnel while 
it was snowing and we found at Banihal that the road was closed because of some 
landslides. The driver knew someone in charge of the Dak Bungalow and he was 
able to set us up in one room. This was a very lucky chance, as we discovered we 
had to spend the night there. We had our dinner, after which I started feeling very 
cold and started shivering. I had kept my heavy woolens packed in the box which 
was part of the luggage of all our fellow passengers covered and packed and 
protected by a tarpaulin cover. It was out of reach. I told Parma that I had 
committed a big blunder in using a very light dress. She was worried too but she 
told me she had been knitting a very warm woolen sweater which her mother had 
wanted her to complete and present it to me on an important event coming up next 
week. She added that she had rushed and worked overtime and completed the 
knitting and carried it in her handbag along with some important items of daily use. 
She said she won't wait for the event and pulled it out and wanted me to wear it. 
This helped me. I felt comfortable. I was deeply touched by her act of great 
affection, her hard work of knitting and her practical sense to give this well- 
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thought gift to me at the time I needed it most rather than wait for the sacred 
eventual day. 

I remembered this seemingly small gesture as one of the first shining sparks of a 
caring relationship, which blossomed forth during the coming days and years. 

We woke up after a good restful sleep, and called in for an early breakfast. The 
driver came to tell us the road had been cleared, the weather was fine and we are 
prepared to leave for the journey forward within half an hour. So we started off and 
had a nice lunch at a very crowded stop. Then we stopped only at a place to pick 
up some fresh paneer pakoras about 5pm. Most of the passengers including the two 
of us had good intermittent doses of naps, till the driver announced we had reached 
Jammu. 

Parma’s brother was waiting for us and after going around the groups which were 
alighting from buses, found us, and helped us collect our luggage. He led us to the 
accommodation which he had rented for us, bough along a nice meal from a tiffin 
carrier and asked us to rest for the night and visit the house where he and Grandpa 
would be waiting. The only transport possible was a horse driven tanga. We went 
the next day, stayed overnight and returned so I started attending office which 
opened the next day. 

My sister Durga and her in-laws had bought a house in Jammu. My cousin Kamala 
had also moved to Jammu with the annual office move. They had been allotted 
residential accommodation, some transport garage turned into living rooms with 
kitchen facilities. 

Parma was able to set up our home, her brother, my sister and cousin also joined 
her with welcome helping hands. Our residence was on the second floor. The 
owners were on the ground floor. They seemed to be pleasant and helpful. The 
owner was an acquaintance of Parma’s brother. He was a kind, helping senior 
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officer, heading the state telephone department. The family became our good 
friends. 

We adjusted to the new environment and set up a regular routine of a walk in the 
morning including a visit to the nearest temple. The city of Jammu is well known 
as one of the cities of temples. Parma turned to be an expert in cooking. We were 
able to live well. Luckily I was able to pick up a private tuition nearby. I had to 
teach the son of one of the Maharaja’s Ministers; I enjoyed the work and liked the 
respect that the boy and his elder brother gave me. This was followed by another 
one of such a job and was a good financial help. 

Once my uncle Nandlal came to visit us and was glad to stay with us for 2 or 3 
weeks. 

On another occasion my Dad was also able to visit for around a month. I made 
progress in my office. We were also able to make many friends. A group of them 
planned a pilgrimage to the famous shrine of Vaishno Devi, in Katra. I had visited 
that on an earlier occasion. This time Parma and I had joined two big families. We 
had a memorable experience, particularly the arduous climb up to the height. Some 
parts of the journey steps had been made available, but other areas required 
walking up an incline. And then the final test - entry into the cave. The guides 
advised us to take an alternate route for the return. It was a very scenic path 
through the forest with a pretty stream running amidst. We enjoyed the return 
journey more. It did not seem to be as arduous, of course, because this was 
downhill while going up the mountain was tough and tiring. 

I recall some significant actions for which Parma showed extraordinary wisdom. 
Her most intense ambition was to ensure that her children should grow up as well 
educated, well trained, humane, kind, fair, affectionate, and virtuous people who 
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are revered and spoken well off by all. She worked hard and spared no personal 
effort to see them achieve these qualities. When they did come up to her 
expectations she felt proud of them. She would have continued to be happy seeing 
the younger generation of grandchildren advance to fulfill her elevated ambition 
regarding them, if she had lived to see them too. 

For them, I record just a couple of stories to describe her briefly, though she was 
not literate or trained but had some memorably inherent qualities which seemed 
valuable. 

I recollect an interesting story. 

One of the senior police officers got an opportunity to be in close contact with the 
Minister while working on a special case. Fie was successful in solving that - The 
Minister was pleased and praised him in an official meeting of other officers. He 
felt he had become one of the favorites. One day he told the Minister that his 
family was planning to celebrate his birthday coming up after a month by a party 
and would feel honored if the Minister could grace it with his presence. The 
Minister told him it should be exclusive, the minister’s family, the host’s family 
and a friend or two. The officer agreed. The Minister extended an invitation to me 
also. I said I will attend if the boss attends. 

After a week or so, my wife Parma told me she had heard that the provincial police 
was busy preparing for a grand dinner party for the Minister and tasks had been 
assigned and distributed to some of the important station house officers. 

I asked her who had provided her with this information. She said “a lady who visits 
the temple every morning with her and a few others took me aside and wanted to 
speak to me. I saw that she was very tensed and worried that her husband had been 
given a task he finds difficult. He has to collect things like mutton, top quality rice, 
a team of good cooks, spices, ghee and oil and some money for the party.” 


74 



“The lady was very cautions” she mentioned, “She asked me to swear that she 
would not reveal the source of this information but may be the Minister should be 
kept informed.” Next day as I went to the Minister’s office I briefed the Minister 
telling him this was true information and it will not be correct or appropriate for 
the Minister to attend. 

I conveyed that I would not attend the party and pleaded the Minister that he too 
should cancel the commitment he had made. The Minister was angry, but I advised 
him to act wisely and in a fair manner as he was known to be. He called the officer 
and asked him to put off the party. A week later the officer was transferred and 
posted to a difficult posting. He tried to meet the Minister. He wasn’t allowed. 

This is another incident where one day after we had had our breakfast and I was 
ready to leave for my office, my phone rang. I picked it up to hear an agitated 
lady’s voice at the other end. She was sobbing while she spoke and said that she 
wanted to speak to my wife. I handed the phone to Parma. She did not understand 
what the lady was saying using Hindi and Dogri words. Parma asked if she could 
speak Kashmiri. The lady said yes and she handed the phone to a Kashmiri 
speaking man. He translated it for the lady that she was the wife of an office 
subordinate to Bakaya sahib. She has learnt that her husband has an affair with a 
young girl whom he has appointed as a clerk in his office where only men, about 
200 of them, have been working and that he has given her a chair and table in his 
own room. The lady wants to convey to you and the Sahib that this affair has upset 
her and she quarreled with her husband. But now things have come to such a point 
that she has decided to commit suicide and kill her husband too leaving a written 
note and stating why she is taking this extreme step.” Parma understood the lady’s 
feeling. She told her that she would persuade me to do whatever that is possible to 
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try and avert the tragedy but the lady was strongly advised to wait for a few days. 
She counseled patience, assuring her she was in full sympathy with her and wanted 
her to face the situation bravely and not take the extreme steps. She appealed to 
her, spoke to her calmly. Then she told her she would hope the situation would be 
averted. She gave an assurance she would wait patiently. 

Then Parma asked me to find out the name of the girl and her parents, and said, 
“Ask her to absent herself from work for a few days from now, meanwhile find out 
if she had applied for posts advertised by an office where ladies worked.” 

I made enquiries in my office and got in touch with the girl’s father. Parma called a 
friend of hers whom she had congratulated a few months ago on her promotion to 
head the Women’s Education Department and asked for a favor. 

She told her of this girl and it was found that she had been on the list of applicants 
who were being called for interviews to fill up some posts of clerks, typists, or 
stenos. She assured Parma she would find out if the girl had the right 
qualifications. The message was conveyed to the girl’s father. She was an efficient 
Steno-Typist. She was selected and appointed among the many other girls in the 
women’s Education Dept. The agitated lady’s life was saved though her relations 
with her husband were reported to be tense, but that was a private matter in their 
relationship. 

Parma’s pragmatism and kind heartedness went on to change the lives of many 
around her. One of such lives which I can recount at this point is that of Charan, 
appointed as a help to Parma for all the odd jobs around the house. 

While in Jammu, Parma was requested by a lady helper of hers to engage her son 
to do her job so that she would get more income. Parma agreed for the replacement 
only when assured that this son knows all the helping jobs expected out of him and 
she would be happy. The boy was a young man of 18 years age and he spoke Hindi 
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besides Dogri. He could also read and speak English words. He started working. 
One of the jobs Parma entrusted him with was to escort our son Anil (when he was 
about 5) to his school which was at a walking distance and also on his return. By 
then the other small tasks like cleaning up and washing the utensils would be over 
and he would go to his home. Parma would also provide him the morning meal, an 
additional advantage which his mother did not afford and enjoy. The boy was quite 
good and likeable and my children, Anil's elder brother Siddharth and sister, 
Malini, liked the way he worked quietly and efficiently and also quicker than his 
mother. They encouraged him to read and prepare for his matriculation. He seemed 
to be keen and was helped to pass the exam. 

Anil used to take his lunch box along so that Charan das (the boy) would not have 
to enter his school. One day Anil's lunch was not ready so Parma told him Charan 
would take it well before Anil's lunch hour began. Meantime, Anil was given a 
banana which he could have if he felt hungry even before his lunch hour. So 
Charandas went and handed over the lunch box to Anil and quickly came back. 
When Anil returned from school Parma noticed that his lunch box had not been 
opened and Anil looked unhappy and also hungry. He said his classmates did not 
allow Anil to eat the food that Charan had touched because Charan belonged to the 
untouchable caste. Anil said even his teacher, a Dogra girl, supported the 
classmates. Parma explained to Anil that we did not treat anyone as untouchable. 
She reminded Anil of the story she had heard and had repeated it to her children 
about Shakar Sahib who had set an example when he ate some food prepared even 
by Muslims saying that all human beings are equal. Anil was happy and he ate the 
food in the lunch box. But after this incident we would be cautious. We did not 
even tell Charan about this but did not expose Charan to the outsiders either. 
Charan was helped to prepare for his matriculation which he did after 2 or 3 years. 
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We learnt that he had to leave his school after he passed middle standard as his 
classmates had mistreated him. Later on he continued to study and one day he 
come to thank Parma and me and told us he had become a teacher in a Government 
school. 

Swami Raghavanandji was living with us for some time, in Jammu. One night in 
about 1976 I woke up at about 3 a.m. I heard Swamiji was walking in the corridor 
leading to our kitchen. Parma was fast asleep. I walked silently out of my bedroom 
and put on the light outside my drawing room and saw Swamiji. I asked him if he 
wanted something; he told me he was looking for my helper boy Roshan so that he 
could ask him for a cup of tea. I told him Roshan lives in the annex on the ground 
floor but I will prepare tea for him. I requested him to stay in his room and I led 
him back there and I felt he was preoccupied with some idea which was disturbing 
him. By the time I took the tea to his room to handover the cups, I found Parma 
awake and asked me what was going on. 

Swamiji saw Parma and asked her to enter the room and sit down. Suddenly he 
said “Bhabhi you have done well, going through Sidhartha’s wedding and also 
(Vijay) Malini’s wedding. Now you must settle Anil’s wedding too and finish the 
task of completing your responsibilities; settle him into a family life too.” Parma 
said, “Anil has not agreed to get married yet.” Swamiji said, “No, you have to 
persuade him; he will agree. My suggestion is that you fulfill your third and last 
responsibility with respect to your three children.’’Swamiji repeated this again. 
Parma felt a little disturbed and asked, “Maharaj, do you suspect I may die early? 
Swamiji said “Why do you say so?” “I like to persuade you to end your personal 
responsibilities.” Ask Anil to agree and try to look around seriously for a march 
suitable to him. 
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A few days later our eldest child, Sidhartha’s wife Asha, her parents came and 
visited us on a routine courtesy call. While talking about general family matters, 
Asha’s mother just brought up the topic of Anil’s marriage. Parma said she had 
been trying to look for a suitable girl. She mentioned the name of a girl, which she 
seemed suitable, but Anil will have to be asked to talk to her and see if they like 
each other. Asha’s mother said she knew the girl and the family but the girl seems 
to have selected a match, and as she sees it, the couple likes each other so that is 
out. Now I have a suggestion about a girl, our Manju, in our joint family - Asha’s 
cousin sister. Parma said, “Well, I like her, a good child but I would not like the 
idea of having two girls, daughters - in - law from the same family. I like Manju 
she is our loveable child as Asha’s sister. Asha’s mother kept quiet; so also did 
Asha’s father, Doctor Saraf. 

The same afternoon, when Swamiji came back from his usual visit to a temple he 
asked Parma if there was any progress in her search for a match for Anil. Parma 
mentioned the suggestion that Asha’s mother had made and her reaction and 
response. Swamiji said, “Oh! Why should you reject such a suggestion without 
even thinking about of it” “who knows what the destiny chooses?” Parma kept 
quiet. 

One day, when we were in Ahmedabad, Swamiji said he would like to pay a visit 
to Baroda in order to look up a family and give them some advice about a different 
job offer that they have, which they have not yet agreed to take up before they 
receive his (Swamiji’s) agreement and favor. Swamiji says he does not approve of 
the new offer and wants to persuade them not to make that mistake. Swami said he 
would like to accept the invitation of Sidharth and Asha in Ahmedabad and pay a 
brief visit to that family in Baroda. Sidharth had to visit Baroda for a day. Swamiji 
wanted him to take him along to visit the family in Baroda for a couple of hours 
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and bring him back in the afternoon when all of s would be travelling back to 
Ahmedabad in the evening. 

So Sidharth dropped Swamiji at the place he wanted to visit in Baroda. Asha, 
Parma and I stayed back to visit the family of Asha’s uncle’s brother-in-law, who 
was working in Baroda at that time. They were happy to welcome us. The lady of 
the house said that she was glad Asha’s cousin sister Manju was expected to visit 
from Bombay where she was studying. Asha was happy to see her come. Manju 
was happy and affectionately welcomed Asha and me and Parma. 

She helped the lady of the house to entertain us. I observed her and found her very 
energetic, affectionate and efficient. I told Parma we should thi nk of her. I feel this 
may be the end of our quest for the match for Anil. But we should try to persuade 
Anil to meet her and solve this matter. 

It so happened that Anil and Manju met and they agreed. The wedding took place 
in 1977. 

Two years later, in May 1979 Parma’s health suddenly deteriorated. Her blood 
pressure high as it used to be, affected her kidneys and she developed a serious 
illness. She had a renal failure. Her high blood pressure was not under control. 
Suddenly one day the doctors diagnosed her with a case of kidney failure. My 
daughter Malini and her husband Lokesh in the USA were informed. They came 
along to Srinagar. Lokesh, a kidney specialist found Srinagar hospital was unable 
to handle the case. 

Parma was taken to Delhi’s famous hospital, the AIIMS from Srinagar. She was 
put on dialysis. 

Sidharth and Asha persuaded us to travel to Ahmedabad where they were settled 
and took over the responsibility of arranging Parma’s treatment. The dialysis was 
continued in Ahmedabad Kidney Institute where a foreign trained kidney specialist 
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doctor had started dialysis. She was then put on haemodialysis, but she could not 
be cured. 

Anil, who had a job in Patna, came for a visit almost every fortnight. Malini stayed 
too but she went to join Lokesh in USA while Parma was in a grave state. Parma’s 
elder brother and two sisters came over from Delhi to help boost her morale. 
Parma’s brother’s elder son- Vijay, came to visit. A cousin, Briju Nehru in the UK 
sent some medicines and a gadget. 

One day unexpectedly we saw Swamiji visit us in the hospital. He entered the 
room where she was. Parma was happy to see him but she knew she could not live 
and so she asked Swamiji to bless her with a smooth departure from the world as 
she was in great pain. Swamiji looked at her intensely. He had travelled all the way 
from Kashmir. She felt he had blessed her. About a week later she passed away. 
Swamiji had made a special effort to get an air ticket from Srinagar to Bombay via 
Delhi and travelled by train from Bombay to Ahmedabad bringing along a 
gentleman, Mr. Ganju, he knew as a relative of Parma’s brother, Colonel Raina. 

Mr. Ganju told us that Swamiji made a very serious effort saying that Parma had 
served him with devotion and he knew she was waiting on her deathbed for him to 
bless her for a smooth release from her pain, for an exit from life. 

She struggled for six months before succumbing to the ill health. It was a grave 
tragedy for the family. 

Parma was a great soul full of common sense and worldly wisdom, affectionate, 
helping and compassionate, ambitious to ensure that though she was not literate, 
her children and grand children should secure opportunities for very good 
education and training in order to settle down happily. She worked hard to achieve 
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that ambition. She made her life as a very helping and affectionate member of the 
Bakaya family. 

She had not been witness to earlier tragedies in my life. Before we met, I lost my 
mother Tara and one brother after a year from his birth. After we were married in 
1941, she and I witnessed tragedies. She was deeply distressed when her mother, 
father and grandfather passed away in 1946-47. In 1950, my younger sister Rupa 
died while giving birth to a son. We also witnessed the deaths of my grandmothers, 
Harmaal and Teez, thereafter, my Dad Mr. Jialal in 1965. She brought along my 
sister and travelled by air from Jammu to Srinagar on the day he passed away 
while I was serving him and helping doctors to save him. She consoled me and 
took over the arrangements and helped run the home. Then again, tragedy struck us 
when my uncle Mr. Nand Lai passed away in 1975. 

My grand-daughter Sonal was bom in June 1978. Parma had planned to travel 
from Srinagar to Ahmedabad to be present at her birth and be the first one to hold 
her and kiss her. She did. Sonu has been living with a personal regret that she was 
unable to know her. This was also tme of her other grandma - Asha’s mother. 

Sonal had regrets she was not lucky enough to know her either. So she wanted me 
to record something, some highlights or some particularly memorable actions, so 
that she can remember about how she was. On her first death anniversary I penned 
down homage to her. 

19. Employed in the Chief Secretariat 

Years 1941 onwards - in Chief Secretariat 

In the Secretariat I worked hard to do my best on every task assigned to me. I was 
assigned the duty of writing the basic notes on matters which came up from 
various departmental heads for decisions. My duty was to find material from old 
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records, if any, relevant to the subjects raised, any rules or regulations applicable 
and summarise the points for decision. 

My superior official would check the facts; the file was passed on through another 
level for further check and opinion on the likely decision. This would go up to the 
Chief Secretary for his suggestions, seeking final orders of the Prime Minister. The 
ruler, called Maharaja used to secure as Ministers, services of experienced officers 
of the Indian Civil Service (ICS). These ICS officers were on deputation from the 
central Government Of India to the J&K State Govt. I had the experience to go 
through earlier files of decisions by some whose names I recall - Mr Harikishen 
Kaul, Sir Maharaj Singh, Sir B N Rau, Mr. K N Haksar, Mr. V N Mehta, Mr. A. 
Banerji, Mr. K N Wattal, Mr B L Nehru, Finance Minister. I had also the 
experience of working at the office of Mr. N Gopalswami Ayyangar -PM and Mr 
R C Kak, a Kashmiri who rose from posts in the State Government, to posts of 
Chief Secretary, then Minister in waiting, and then the Prime Minister of Jammu 
and Kashmir. 

I recall quite a few instances -- 

A proposal had come up from the state Accountant General (AG) for amendment 
of a particular rule. I wrote the basic note, which was checked by the Office 
Superintendent, a very knowledgeable official and passed on to the Finance 
Minister through the State Finance Secretary. The proposal for or against 
amendment of the rule had to be decided by the Prime Minister. 

I was summoned by the Finance Minister, Mr. B L Nehru, who had carefully read 
my note - liked it but didn't believe it was written independently by a junior clerk. 
He was not in favour of the AG's proposal fully which had been supported by my 
note, also by the Superintendent and the Finance secretary. He asked me for my 
qualifications, my experience and said “Your noting seems inspired and instructed 
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by Superintendent. Let me find frankly from you.” 

He questioned me on every point I had brought up and finally felt satisfied that I 
had studied the proposal and expressed an opinion about the pros and cons clearly. 
After about half an hour he asked me to take a seat and suddenly said: 'Now tell me 
honestly, did the AG or any of his officers meet you to discuss their proposal'. I 
said “No Sir, I studied the matter and didn't find it necessary to call for any 
clarification - which could have easily been called for an official query in writing.” 
Then he asked “Did your superior e.g. the Superintendent, guide you or ask you to 
support the proposal?” 

I said “No, Sir, I made an independent study and wrote the note as I felt” He 
persisted “Are you sure? “Usually one has to take guidance and there is no harm” 
As I was sure I hadn't, I said “No, Sir” ultimately he said “Well I believe you, I 
must say I liked the detailed examination you made. I wish you blossom into an 
able analyst and adviser, in a promoted status. Continue working hard, Good Luck 
and Thank You.” 

He gave me a smile and said “Now you can go”. The secretary Mr. Maqbool 
Pandit and my Superintendent (Mr. Shiv Thussu) were wondering why the Finance 
Minister called the junior clerk and detained him to discuss the case, and not call 
the secretary or the Superintendent if he needed some clarification. They thought 
this was unusual for the Minister. So they asked me, “What happened?” I had 
suspected that the FM didn’t always agree with the AG and wanted to check if 
there was any canvassing done by him to see his proposal through. Omitting this 
part of the story, I explained to them that the F M liked the note and their support 
of it and made sure it was well debated and examined. 

I thought I was lucky to get an opportunity to be working for very able and famous 
civil servants, 1 had occasion to experience working even as a junior functionary, 
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while N Gopalswami Ayyangar, was the PM of J & K State for about three years. 
He was very able and thorough. I felt he was very methodical; he shaped the rules 
of business and provided orderly guidance for Government functioning. He was a 
strict disciplinarian. I noticed that he was very vigilant about ensuring quick 
disposal of business; he read through all notes on each file and wrote clear-cut 
decisions. One particular instance, which comes to my mind is when a file came to 
me for studying the pros and cons of a very important proposal. I had to write the 
initial notes. As usual, I consulted the earlier relevant and connecting records and 
referred to these besides quoting the rules applicable. I didn't have to give any 
opinion at my level. This file went up through my superiors the office 
Superintendent, Deputy Secretary, Chief Secretary and on to Prime Minister. When 
it came back I read what the PM had written. His note said - “ I am sorry I was not 
helped by the IPSE Dixit Notings recorded by Chief Secretary but got guidance 
from the basic noting clearly mentioning the old precedents, the relevant rules, 
which help find the way for decision. I must record, I liked the basic note of the 
junior, most note writing functionary.” I felt thrilled. 

PM N Gopalswami Ayyangar (NGA) received large quantities of literary material 
from outside the country. One of these was the Times Literary supplement and the 
Encounter magazine from the UK. He would scan these and mark them to be 
passed on to KG i.e. KG Sayedain, the very learned Director of Education. His 
office was next door to the Jammu Secretariat. I knew the office Superintendent, 
Mr. Sapru, and he was kind to ask me to join him every day at lunch time and 
enjoy a cup of tea with snacks. I utilised that opportunity to get hold of the Times 
and the 'Encounter' which Director Education KG Sayedain used to pass on, in turn 
to Mr. J L Kaul, my favourite Prof of English, now the principal of SP College 
Srinagar. I enjoyed reading these and later subscribed to the Encounter for a long 
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time. 

PM Ayyangar usually received some groups of learned sadhus mostly from South 
India visiting some shrines in Kashmir who would ask for some book on Kashmir 
Shaivism. NGA provided these free to them. Later in life, visiting Patna, 
Ahmedabad and Delhi I found some of the sets of these books had been sent by the 
oft moving sadhus to the libraries there. 

When Mr. Ayyangar retired after his term in J&K, the staff went to bid him 
farewell. He received us courteously. When the Chief Secretary, Mr. Haveli Ram, 
walked over to him, he said “ Sir, you are going at the height of your glorious life”, 
Mr Ayyangar remarked, “What glory can there be for a man of 51” When my turn 
came, I said, “Namaskar and wish you very long life of greater achievement”. He 
said 'Thanks, I know you belong to a tenacious community; work hard and be true 
to your values and tradition.” To the doctor who used to be on duty with PM, he 
said - “Keep busy cutting up people and curing them of trouble”. 

20.1946-47 

I was always keen to try and keep myself aware of daily news. For that I used to 
walk about 3 and 1/2 miles to and from my residence to the State library twice 
every week. Many a times I was accompanied by two friends from my 
neighbourhood who were also very keen to keep themselves informed. We joined a 
small group of their friends who had established a reading room inside a room on 
the third floor of a nearby house belonging to one of them. We made it a habit to 
visit that place every day, read news and comments in three daily newspapers, the 
Hindustan times, the Statesman and the Dawn. We were worried about what shape 
events seemed to be taking. There was talk of partition of the country. We were 
getting anxious - what would be our fate in J&K? 
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One day an office colleague of mine and myself sought an interview with a senior 
officer, the Publicity Officer of the State Government through a friend of his. He 
was busy scanning a big pile of newspapers but he called us over. We told him 
why we had sought to disturb him. We wanted to know what our Govt, had 
planned to do in the event of partition, if it happened. We told him we thought he 
would be aware because he was in daily contact with the Prime Minister. He 
smiled and said “My contact with PM is limited only to my duty of presenting the 
daily summary of news and editorial comments of the newspaper and some 
journals. I am not supposed to ask any questions about Govt decisions. And you 
know the PM is not in the habit of talking with his subordinates, beyond hearing 
them patiently and thanking them. Very rarely he might say - “You know your job. 
I am sure you will do what has to be done as P.O. of the Govt.” 

“I appreciate your anxiety, but the person you should contact is Mr. S.L. Dar, the 
PM’s personal secretary who is in constant hourly touch with the PM. He might be 
able to throw some light.” So we went and met Mr Dar whom we knew. He said - 
“I take down what the PM dictates as letters or orders on files, type these out, get 
them signed and pass them on to the Chief Secretary for further action. And also 
keep pursuing things and report to the PM. I am also anxious like you but you see 
my limited job.” We realised that if he knew of any policy decisions, as he was 
expected to know, he was not expected to reveal them to anybody. Actually, it was 
the publicity officer who would be asked to put out a communique if the Govt likes 
to announce something. But we requested Mr. Dar to seek an opportunity and 
request the PM to allay our anxiety which must be troubling the minds of all 
people who follow the daily news and events. He said he would try to choose the 
right time and his mood. 

After about two or three weeks he called me and said, “Well I was able to seek 
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PM’s attention to your question. He merely said - “See what Devi, mother 
Bhagwati, Goddess has decided as our fate.” We thought this was an indication 
that the future events do not seem to be in the hands of any human authority but 
only the unknowable work of destiny. We felt frustrated. 

I would like to refer to another similar attempt I made to get some information. My 
uncle Nandlal had been chosen as teacher and guide to the children of the brothers 
and cousin of the state Maharani, Tara Devi of J&K, and they would meet him 
very often. 

My uncle was private tutor of the Maharani’s elder brother’s young daughter 
preparing for her tenth class exam. And he had to attend his house everyday which 
was about 4 miles to and fro. He used to walk almost the entire distance. But the 
two boys of the other two cousins used to live with our family. Their fathers used 
to visit them and we had close contact with them. In fact, we treated them as part 
of family and they had very great regard for Nandlal Masterji. One day, my uncle 
took the opportunity to ask one of them, when he paid us a routine visit at our 
home , “ Thakur Sahib, what fate do you see for us in Kashmir?. We are worried”. 
He assured us “Well, Maharaja Bahadur is quite confident. He has been told J&K 
state will be an independent state, his rule will continue undisturbed and some new 
territory near Rawalpindi may also be annexed to the state. We asked “How is he 
so confident?” He said “Well Maharaja Bahadur has great faith in ‘Santjf , a saint 
who can foresee a bright future for him” He told us, “Santji is a great saint, 
Maharani Sahiba also has faith in him”. [Footnote Andrew Whitehead of the BBC 
in his book “A Mission in Kashmir - Penguin/Viking”- has quoted Maharaja Hari 
Singh’s son, Dr Karan Singh, telling him that his father had a vision of an 
independent Kashmir which he believed was encouraged by a Hindu holy man 
whose devotee the Maharaja had become. 
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This might explain why Maharaja Harisingh waited and dithered till it was too late. 
And finally, he had to rush and ask for accession to India and seek the Indian 
Army’s help in saving a part of the State from being run over by the raiders who 
had been armed and guided by Pakistan and who were about to occupy Srinagar 
airport and the city, after they had occupied Baramulla, which was merely at a two 
hours distance by bus from Srinagar. 

I recollect another interesting story connected with our family. My cousin Sona’s 
husband, Amarnath was able to escape his office posting in Kuhala as State 
Customs Officer and he reached Srinagar. He found a posting at Srinagar airport, 
when the state force unit on duty there got a message that the raiders from Pakistan 
had entered Baramulla, They wanted to convey this to Delhi as a secret wireless 
message. They asked Amarath to draft a message in Kashmiri - He wrote “Shatru 
chaav varamul manz” (The Enemy has entered Baramulla). 

This message was sent by wireless to Kachru (Dwarka Nath) Private Secretary to 
Prime Minister Nehru in New Delhi. Dwarka Nath’s wife Prabha (herself also a 
Kashmiri) saw this message, understood it, and realised the grave implication and 
rushed to hand it over to her husband who showed it to the PM who was in a 
meeting, discussing the J&K situation, in the light of Maharaja Harisingh’s appeal 
for help, having signed and conveyed the deed of accession to India. Things started 
moving with speed; Kachru was asked to co-ordinate and oversee, so the Indian 
army units were flown to Srinagar while the raiders were busy in looting and 
killing the people in Baramulla, and capturing women. 

At this point I would like to tell my children another side of the story, about how 
grim the situation was. 

From what my cousin Sona’s (I called her Nonna) husband Amarnath Moza told 
us about his miraculous escape from his posting in Kohala when the tribal raiders 
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attacked the place and planned to strike Srinagar. We could realize that the 
situation was very grim, seriously frightening but some relatives and friends were 
optimistic. Uncle Nandlal, supported by his close and trusted friend Shivji Thussu 
consoled Sona and me by saying that Amamath had been weak and frightened and 
he should have been patient, as they had absolute faith in the Maharaja’s forces 
who were strong and well led by an English chief, Brigadier Scott, who would 
fight the raiders and defeat their evil plans. A young boy - a Muslim friend Mr 
Amin Malik saw and talked with Amamath. He felt we were in real danger. His 
father had faith in the Muslim League party in Kashmir, led by Maulvi Yusuf Shah 
and he was a respected and influential member of the party. Maulvi Yusuf Shah 
opposed Sheikh Mohammed Abdullah, leader of the National Conference who was 
politically allied with the All India Congress Party and a very close and trusted 
friend of Pandit Nehru. Sheikh Sahib was vehemently opposing the Muslim league 
and Pakistan. 

Amin Malik told us that in case Pakistan captured Kashmir, it would be possible 
for his father and his party to be able to help and try to protect Hindu friends. But 
we pondered over the situation. Learning that Pakistan was arming and preparing 
tribal’s to raid Kashmir and had already sent one tribal group to attack Kohala and 
Uri we may have to think of escaping from Srinagar, even though the majority 
were close followers of Sheikh Sahib who had already organized his volunteers to 
enhance our morale but the whole picture seemed bleak and uncertain. A few of us, 
would be awake whole nights and try to be vigorously moving around. We used to 
go and watch a house nearby which belonged to a Jammu Wazir, Gangaram. In 
that house one Doctor known to me personally lived with his family. The Doctor, 
Dr S K Shanglu was on duty at the Maharaja’s palace designated as a Palace 
surgeon, we used to visit this house. One day we found the house locked. A 
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neighbour the son of Kashmiri poet Mahjur called himself by name “ IBN -L- 
Mahjoor” told us the occupants of the house, the palace surgeon; his family and his 
servant left the house, and went away. The neighbour guessed that possibly 
Maharaja had moved out from the palace and thence on to Jammu. 

During an earlier night, I was going round the road leading to our house at 
Kanikadal I saw a young boy looking at the Kutekul stream where two very big 
size boats moored on the bank, touching the basement of our house. I recognized 
Pyare Lai, the 14 year-old son of a neighbour. I asked him “What are you doing 
here at this late hour? what are you looking at? He said - “Sir, I see one of these 
big boats overloaded with a high pile of dry hay, that too so close to your house. I 
was wondering this could be a dangerous spot. Just one match stick on the dry hay 
would start a big fire and destroy your house and the whole line.” He was right but 
I tried to console him saying that exactly touching our house and first in danger 
would be the two houses of our Muslim neighbours. So don’t worry.” But I was 
impressed at the young boy’s sense of vigilance. 

One morning I was picking up some groceries from our long-time grocer Ama 
Sheikh, when the policeman on duty at Kanikadal was answering a phone call in 
his booth. He saw me and asked me if I knew any Mr. Balbadar Tiku. I said ‘Yes’. 
He said this is some authority from the Srinagar police, he wants us to call Mr Tiku 
so he could talk to him. I told him it will take 5 or 10 minutes to bring him over. 
The person on the phone said he would ring up again in about 15 minutes. 
Meanwhile, Mr Tiku was called. The phone rang again. He picked it up and told 
me that it was his nephew Dwarka and he started speaking to him loudly, “oh! He 
is not to be trusted be careful, get it in writing with his full signature”. Be very 
cautious and vigilant with him” The reply came “ Bub, don’t worry everything is 
done, the paper is signed. I just wanted to console you. I am flying back to Delhi 


91 



just now bye” Meanwhile Ama Sheikh called me, “ What was the phone message” 
Then my friend Amim Malik, who had also arrived at spot was curiously trying to 
overhear the conversation on the phone. I took him aside and told him that it seems 
the Maharaja has signed the accession. The Indian army is expected to save us all 
in Kashmir. I felt that, as I said this, he got a little pensive but put on a smile and 
whispered into my ear, “Now, it will be your turn to save us when the Indian army 
comes in “ I said, “surely they will save the whole of the Kashmiri population.” 

I went home, and told my dad and uncle what I had come to know and guess. I 
found that everyone around still felt sceptical, “Yes the Indian Army will take 
time. Meanwhile, we do not know when the tribal’s will arrive. People in almost 
all families have tried to convince their females to be ready to commit suicide on a 
mass scale. Almost every house has stocked some doses of quick working effective 
poison like potassium cyanide etc. 

But we seemed to be lucky, the Indian Army flew in, saved the Srinagar Airport 
which was actually the target which the Pakistani tribal Raiders had been ordered 
to occupy. But the wild raiders started looting property, cash and abducting and 
molesting women which kept them busy elsewhere not too distant from Srinagar. 

21.1947-49 

Maharaja Harisingh signed the instrument of accession to India, after waiting for a 
long period, hoping to secure for his state of Jammu and Kashmir a status of 
independence, although this was not provided for in the scheme of partition. The 
Indian army rushed by air to Srinagar, fought off the Pakistan-organized tribal 
raids from Muzaffarabad via Uri who had run over and looted the town of 
Baramulla. Alongside the acceptance of the accession of J&K State with a 
Government of India, Maharaja Harisingh established the Kashmiri leader Sheikh 
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Mohamed Abdullah as the head of Emergency administration, who chose his 
colleagues from his political party named The National Conference to form an 
emergency council. He selected Mr. Bakshi Ghulam Mohammed (1907-1972) as 
his deputy head of administration. 

The emergency administration took control of the offices. Bakshi Sahib called the 
Deputy Chief Secretary, Mr. Shyamlal Dhar and asked him to constitute his office 
of home and civic supplies department. Mr. Dhar was asked to choose the staff to 
man the department. Mr. Dhar listed the members of the office who had been 
working there and who were present while some Muslim members had opted to 
join Pakistan. I was placed in the home and internal security section of the home 
department; other members were put in the civil supplies part of the department. 
The list was provided to Bakshi Sahib by Mr. Dhar for review. Bakshi Sahib as 
Deputy Head of administration approved Mr. Dhar's proposal after discussion 
about every individual's identity and ability. I found myself in a comfortable 
position and in charge of enhanced responsibility. Mr. Dhar was a very capable 
officer of long and varied experience and Bakshi Sahib found him well suited, 
efficient and decisive person along with being sincere and honest. I recall that the 
officers as heads of departments were required to attend most promptly to examine 
proposals and advise the administrative heads about the decisions that seem 
plausible. The high authorities who though named as emergency officers 
functioned actually as Ministers. I observed that office work was attended to with 
utmost promptness, even the Ministers at their levels checked the dates of receipt 
of the request or proposal in the Secretariat office and the date when the office note 
reached the Minister. So every functionary of the office was quick and vigilant. 
This was the practice adopted by the prominent emergency authorities carrying on 
actual function as Ministers in a spirit of competition. 
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I kept noticing, for instance, this type of competitive efficiency in respect of 
departmental secretaries, one of home and civil supplies by Mr. Dhar under Bakshi 
Sahib, and another by Mr. Sadruddin, secretary in charge of departments under Mr. 
Afzal Beg, and a third secretary, Mr. Kamili, in charge of Finance etc. At my level 
the working staff felt alert and effective as well as responsible besides being 
vigilant and careful and cautious. As far as I was concerned this kind of working 
atmosphere provided a very satisfactory practical training and formation of useful 
mindsets of the working staff in charge of public affairs. 

Mr. S L Dhar was a very kind officer. Almost every day he used to leave office 
later than 4 pm. He would be joined by his brother-in-law, Mr. Shah and they 
would take me along from office to the nearest restaurant, run by a Sikh gentleman 
for tea and some snacks like bread and butter or biscuits. The two of them would 
then go to Mr. Dhar's house. His wife and Mr. Shah's wife were sisters. 

I have still very happy memories of Mr. S L Dhar and his good family. He was 
later deputed to the central government. He worked as an officer in Central Cabinet 
Minister Maulana Azad's office, perhaps the education ministry. He treated me as a 
trusted member of his very loving and caring family till he was in J&K. 

22 Notable Reminiscences of Mr. Bakshi Ghulam Mohammed 
22.1My First Social Contact with Bakshi Sahib - Deputy Head of 
Administration (Emergency) 

On the festival of Eid most of our Muslim neighbours and friends used to send us 
raw food, like rice and uncooked mutton which we used to cook in our homes. We 
used to reciprocate on occasions like Eid we would greet them ‘Id Mubarak’. 
Kashmiri Pandits would invite them to join our celebration of Shivratri. They 
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visited us to convey greetings and would be offered fruits etc. This was how we the 
Kashmiri Pandits and the Kashmiri Muslims lived as neighbours. 

Bakshi Gulam Mohd [BGM] had assumed charge as Deputy Head of the 
Administration of the emergency govt with Sheikh Mohd Abdullah as the Head of 
Administration. To celebrate the Eid festival he invited his prominent Muslim 
workers and four or five Kashmiri Pandits for dinner. I was a junior Assistant in 
the office and he included me in the list of invitees. One of Mr Bakshi’s brothers 
distributed the large plates, one each for a group of four. He placed one large plate 
for the four of us, the Hindu invitees. Bakshi Sahib called his younger brother 
Abdul Majid said, “Maja, you seem to have left your brains somewhere.” His 
brother asked, “What have I done wrong?” BGM said in an angry tone, “Don’t you 
know that Hindus use plates or thalis one for each individual? They don’t eat as 
groups of four out of a single plate.” His brother then said: “Oh, sorry sir,” and he 
removed the bigger plate and brought four plates and placed one before each of the 
Hindu guests. I recall this example of BGM’s alertness and consideration for us, 
the Hindus. We were happy, my boss, Bakshi Sahib, was alert and considerate. I 
must add that I was feeling specially touched by the fact that Bakshi Sahib had 
bestowed a special favour on me by singling me out from his staff, honouring me 
with an invitation on such an important festival dinner. 

22.2 Trusted aides should provide honest advice 

One Year (1952) we got an order that the usual, annual darbar move, was not going 
to be a full move and that only a few offices and skeleton staff would move that 
year from Srinagar to Jammu. It was hard for the Kashmiri staff that was left 
behind as they had to make preparations for their stay in Srinagar during the very 
cold winter months. The Government paid them some extra allowances in order to 
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meet their unexpected expenditure. My wife Parma’s brother, an officer of the 
Indian army, was posted in Jammu and he took her and our children to visit Jammu 
and spend the three months of severe winter there. But I had to stay back in 
Srinagar as part of the Home Department which was under the charge of BGM. 

One day I got a message in my office that I was wanted by the Deputy CM, Mr. 
BGM to fly to Jammu and report to him at his residence there the next day. The 
Dept, had arranged for my air ticket. So I travelled the next day and was received 
by Deputy CM’s driver who had been directed to pick me up and take me straight 
from Jammu airport to Deputy CM’s residence. On reaching there, the Personal 
Secretary to the Deputy CM, one Mr. Jia Lai Khuroo told me that the Deputy CM 
wanted me to stay on at his residence for a week or so on duty. It was a round the 
clock job. 

I found that in the province of Jammu, a very large scale agitation was going on, 
organized by the Praja Parishad Party demanding a full accession of the J&K state 
with India, like all other states. The slogans were “Aik Vidhaan, Aik Pradhan, Aik 
Nishaan” [One constitution, one head of state, one flag] 

Every morning the people found fiery posters all over the city, aimed at arousing 
all the people to follow the PP Party to lead and join the agitation. The movement 
had caused lot of anger against the ruling party, the National Conference led by 
Kashmiri leaders. 

The Deputy Chief Minister, Bakshi Ghulam Mohd. was very busy meeting Jammu 
leaders and trying to counter the PP and also making efforts to maintain communal 
harmony. 

As Bakshi Sahib came home for lunch, I greeted him. He was happy to see me and 
briefed me about the work he had assigned to me, that I was expected to attend; the 
whole atmosphere was tense. The Dy. CM’s personal secretary Mr. Jia Lai was an 
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experienced government official and was trusted by his boss. He told me that he 
trusted me as much as he trusted Jia Lai. Bakshi Sahib confirmed this. Then he 
asked both of us to join him for lunch, saying to me that he had asked his cook to 
prepare a special recipe which he was sure would be my favorite. It was. And I 
enjoyed the meal. 

After some brief rest the Deputy CM was preparing to leave and attend a meeting 
of the Jammu officers and wanted me to accompany him. 

At the same time, he saw one of his party workers (Mr. Someshwar) at the gate 
asking the guard on duty permission to enter; Deputy CM saw him and asked the 
guard to let him in. 

The gentleman, we knew as a fiery type of Kashmiri worker in the NC party 
(National Conference). He told the Deputy CM that a certain Jammu officer, Mr. 
Bakshi Manohar Lai, a Dogra had been saying something against the Deputy CM, 
which was an indication that he was favoring the agitation and inciting people 
against the Deputy CM. 

The boss was angry and told me to draft an order for the officer’s suspension and 
put it up to him for his signatures after we returned. 

He asked the worker to get busy with his work. 

I accompanied the Deputy CM to attend the meeting. I knew most of the 
government officers. They were not part of the agitation. They made some 
suggestions that seemed sensible to me - e.g., to recall some Kashmiri officers 
from duties where Dogra Officers should replace them. 

There were other suggestions also seeking help in restoring harmony among the 
people so that no harm comes to anyone. The Deputy CM thanked them and I 
noted down the orders he issued verbally. I noticed that all the officers who had 
come to the meeting made reasonable suggestions and seemed very friendly and 
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constructive and I told the Minister. He agreed. I suggested that I ask the 
information department to put out a well prepared news item for broadcasting after 
approval by Deputy CM. about this kind of public response. 

He said - “Call the Information Department Officer and I will brief him”. 

We returned and had a cup of tea. I typed out the suspension order. I told Jia Lai 
that I had a suggestion. I told him I am conscious of the great responsibility we two 
who were fortunate to be enjoying the trust of the Deputy CM. We should give him 
some honest advice. He is very sensitive and very quick and forceful and has great 
powers. We should be able to ensure that his action should not be taken rashly so 
as to be counter-productive. “My feeling is we should persuade the Deputy CM not 
to issue the suspension order. It will be unwise in the light of what the Jammu 
officers are doing to help normalize the situation and the great effort Deputy CM is 
making.” Jia Lai agreed and said we would choose the correct timing to talk to 
Deputy CM. 

Luckily we got the opportunity. He came to the dining room, called the two of us. 
He seemed in a relaxed mood. I broached the subject of helpful attitude displayed 
by the senior officers which we should encourage and develop further. And I 
sought Deputy CM’s permission to talk about the suspension order. I said - “Sir, 
May I make a submission. I feel, Sir, that it would be counter-productive to issue 
an order, suspending a senior Dogra officer, in the context of timing and in the 
light of what we saw in today’s meeting. I had asked the convener of the meeting if 
some senior officer had absented themselves; those who didn’t want to participate. 
The convener told me that none had refused to comply but he received requests 
from some to excuse their absence since they were on duty out of town. I asked for 
their names - “I saw that one of the officers on the list is the one whose bad 
behaviour had been reported by the party worker. I appreciate the enthusiastic 
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worker’s alertness to report what angered him. He is honest. But may be the officer 
spoke those words while he was under the influence of liquor. I know he does 
indulge in a drink. But I also know he is a good and efficient officer. I would take 
the liberty of advising Deputy CM to stay action on the order.” 

The Deputy CM said - “Have you drafted the order?” to which I replies, “I have 
typed it out, it is here”. 

He said, “Cancel it. I am happy this is correct advice.” 

I placed the typed order before him - He asked - What do you want to write just 
‘Cancel’. 

I said, “Sir, you might like to write - “Do not issue.” 

He did so but asked “what do you intend by this.” I said, “Sir, I would like to 
confront the officer and show him this, it would be a warning for him to be careful 
in his non sober moments”. 

He smiled and said he was happy that his trusted aide had given him sane advice. I 
said, “Sir, it is both of us”. Jia Lai added - “Sir, the idea is Bakaya’s - I agreed. 
Because I felt it was a wise decision.” 

I recall that one time long after this event when Bakshi Sahib became CM of J&K 
State. He had received a confidential report from a bearer about three officers, who 
had a drink in a private hotel where he was working. Two of them had spoken 
against the CM. The third officer was Jia Lai. He was called in the midst of a 
cabinet meeting and asked to verify. 

Jia Lai said, “Sir, the report is correct, but we had a drink - all of us, I seemed to 
be sober, the two officers were not. In that state it was their drunkenness that 
spoke. Not their fault. I recall that Bakshi Sahib’s anger was turned into a smile 
and he said to the chief secretary - “Please warn them. I was going to order their 
suspension from service.” 
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The then Chief Secretary (Mr. MK Kidwai) was very happy. He called me and 
praised the courage and honest advice offered by Jia Lai. 

Jia Lai then related this old story and told him, his teacher in this was ‘Bakaya’. 

The CS thanked both of us and told us that is a great quality which should be 
appreciated and encouraged by senior authorities exercising power, to select such 
honest and courageous aides to help them and give them correct advice at 
appropriate times. 

22.3 Speedy dispensation of justice 

During 1952 -53, while some differences arose between Sheikh Sahib and Mr. 
Nehru about the status of Kashmir vis-a-vis India, the gossip bazaar in Srinagar 
was full of whispering rumors. 

I clearly remember that one day in 1952, a friend of mine working as personal 
assistant to the accountant general, told me that his boss asked him “Hey Bakshi, 
what is your salary? He said “Sir Rs 150 per month” The boss said “Isn’t it too 
low; imagine if your salary is raised ten times to Rs 1500 per month. How happy 
will you be? The PA said ‘Sir, of course, but how can that happen” The boss was 
asked “Sir, How much will be your salary?” The boss said - “My present salary is 
Rs 750 per month. It will be raised to Rs 7500 pm” 

PA Bakshi and I dismissed this as a big joke. Later, we heard that the Soviets had 
spoken in the UN Security Council in 1952 that the US and the UK were planning 
to make Kashmir their protectorate and work to secure financial assistance from 
the UN. Then suddenly, on the 09th of August 1953 there was a news 
announcement that Sheikh Sahib had been removed from the job of PM J&K and 
was in a special prison. The long running rumors that we had taken as jokes now 
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looked like an imminent threaat. Now Bakshi Ghulam Mohammed was the Chief 
Minister. 

In 1953, Bakshi Sahib (BGM) started work as Chief Minister after Sheikh Sahib. 
BGM was a decisive and able administrator. 

One day, he called me over to his office, and in his cabin he showed me a pile of 
about 700 files, which he said were left undecided by his predecessor. He asked me 
to examine all these cases and advise the disposal at his level as Chief Minister. He 
said this could take 2- 3 working days. But he wanted me to sit in his room and 
work on the files for which he provided an office steno besides my own, an orderly 
who was given instructions to not to allow anyone to disturb me and also provide 
tea, snacks and drinking water whenever it was asked for. He closed the door and 
left. 

I began looking into the files. I classified them into groups. Some needed just a 
‘yes’ or ‘approved’ as decision on the suggestion made by the secretary of the dept, 
concerned. These were simple ones. But even among these there were a few 
requests for financial advances requested by some government officials from their 
GP fund deposits, beyond the power of the head of department, to enable the 
applicants to meet expenses either on marriage of his/her daughter or medical 
expenses needed by the said government official or his/her dependent. These 
requests were awaiting a sanction for about more than a year. So it had to be 
verified, if the need still existed. 

There were a few others about promotions in which the secretary concerned had 
made recommendations according to rules. These needed an approval. 

There were some files which needed policy decisions based on fuller examination 
in the new circumstances. On these the CM could ask for discussions. 
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I was able to prepare about 350 files by about 5 pm. The CM came in after a busy 
day and asked me how I was doing; I explained. He was happy and signed and 
passed on the files, agreeing with what I had typed, along with suggested action by 
Department Secretaries. 

I told CM that I would proceed to work on some more files for an hour or two. He 
suggested I could close and start next day. But said it was my choice. So I started 
to look into another group in the pile of files. There were appeals for decisions on 
the facts about the complaints and calling for punishments, some old cases had 
been thoroughly examined and positive suggestions were made by the Secretary 
concerned. Most seemed well discussed and decisions suggested were in 
conformity with rules. I proposed to explain these cases to the CM and would 
advise just one word from him to sign - ‘Yes’ or ‘Agreed’. This was a large 
number, about 50 or 60 files. Among these personnel cases I found two out of the 
ordinary. In one, a senior teacher had been found absent from his school when CM 
(Sheikh Sahib) inspected the school. He had been ordered to be put under 
suspension. He had appealed for cancellation of the suspension order on the plea 
that while the headmaster had assigned him work while he was on a 2 day leave 
which needed him to meet the headmaster of another school for official 
consultation. He had produced written proof of these facts, signed and stamped by 
the two headmasters. This was stated in the Department Secretary’s note which 
was put up “For orders’, without any suggestion possibly because the suspension 
had been ordered by the highest authority, the CM. I would advise CM to accept 
that official’s request and order his reinstatement from the date of suspension. But 
I thought this case required to be explained to CM to decide on the file which had 
been pending for 2 14 years. 
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The other case was really rather odd. A headmaster said to be trained, able and 
well regarded by his students and his colleagues was ordered by Sheikh Sahib to be 
placed under suspension in a sudden surprise inspection of his school. The 
headmaster had greeted him, welcomed him respectfully as he entered his school. 
But Sheikh Sahib raised his voice and told him that his breath smelled of opium, so 
he was a bad model example for students. He was ordered to be suspended from 
service. He had submitted an appeal stating that he was smoking an ordinary 
cigarette and when he had seen Sheikh Sahib entering his school, he had 
extinguished his cigarette threw it off and ran to welcome Sheikh Sahib. This 
application was put up just ‘For orders’ without any suggestion. I thought the poor 
fellow must be in trouble for the last 2 A years, waiting for orders. This too I 
proposed to explain to CM for making a decision. Next day I prepared other fdes 
from the file of 700 and the task was over by lunchtime, when I was told CM 
intended to reach office in an hour or so. He did. He came straight away into his 
room where I was waiting. The first thing he said was “Did you and your two 
assistants have your lunch? I said we had something to eat and also two cups of 
tea, were not feeling hungry. He said he had ordered some lunch for himself and 
them. And it will be shared when it arrives in about 15-20 minutes. 

Meanwhile I told him I had kept all the rest pending files ready, I started to explain 
the two odd cases of the senior teacher and the popular headmaster. He said, “It is 
very unfortunate that they were punished, they must be in great misery. They 
should be reinstated from the date of suspension and assured the payment of 
arrears of salary.” I got these orders typed on the two files and he signed. 

I explained other cases also. The few that remained were the ones needing 
discussion in inter departmental meeting. 
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For this the time was fixed two days later. I was also asked to attend the meeting in 
order to assist him, as I had examined in detail the issues involved. 

The CM appreciated the efforts taken to dispose off the large pile of cases pending. 
This was a very useful experience for me. I felt sorry that people have to suffer 
because of the delay in decision making. 

I learnt that whenever a fde came up to me, I should think of the human aspect, the 
anxiety caused to persons affected and the urgency required to make quick and fair 
decisions at every bureaucratic and political level of decision making. 

Parma's Bhabhi (elder brother's wife) and younger sister Rupa along with her 
daughter Anita had come over to Srinagar to attend some relative's wedding. While 
they were planning to travel back to Delhi, Parma and I persuaded them to stay 
with us for a few days, we planned to utilize the coming Sunday to visit Tulamal 
early in the morning and on return have a picnic at Ganderbal. They agreed. A 
relative joined us so on Sunday we had an early bath and reached Tulamal temple. 
At about 7 am after Puja and light breakfast of tea and halwa puri at our longtime 
friend's shop we travelled to Gandarbal, where we moved around to find a clean 
and undisturbed spot on the beautiful bank of the river side and settled down. 

I saw a school building with ground attached to it for use by school drill; this was 
fenced with an entry gate, locked, secure and undisturbed. I asked a local person 
whether I could meet the school authority and get his permission to use this spot 
for a few hours to cook some food. Fie took us a little distance from where we were 
and requested a person who he said was the headmaster, to meet me. When he 
came, he saw me and knelt before me - showed me lot of respect and said, “Sir, 
are you Mr. Bakaya? As I have been told by this local gentleman. I said, “Yes” but 
enquired, “How do you know me?” He became very emotional, and said, “I have 
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been going around, seeking you to convey my immense gratitude for bringing 
about my ‘re-birth’ so to say. I had been ordered to remain under suspension by 
mistake and had suffered very badly for 2 'A Me, my wife and our two little 
children lived a miserable life. I did not have even the suspension allowance for 
my prayer for reinstatement was said to have been lost. My wife and I used to go 
and pray - we were giving round to search for private tuition job to earn our living. 
My wife met many so called Saints who gave her consolation and hope but nothing 
happened. One day, my wife met a Saint who, she thought seemed a real Saint. He 
looked at her and said - “Oh, you have suffered a lot of misery but God is kind. A 
God fearing person unknown to you has been chosen to help you and give your job 
a rebirth quite soon.” 

Somehow she felt comforted. Although I did not feel assured but I did not want to 
discourage my wife. Until, times really changed. Finally, the day we had been 
eagerly waiting for arrived. Someone unknown to me, a kind, “ Khuda-Dost ” 
(Friend of God) found my prayerful application and convinced the new boss to 
reinstate me and compensate me for the 2 A years that I had lost. Now tell me how 
shall I repay you for this most surprising kindness” I smiled and told him - “God's 
ways are somewhat inexplicable, but justice is done by him to those who are 
disturbed. 

He opened up the spot had asked for and wanted to give us the rice and other 
provisions required for our meal. I already had all that was needed and thanked 
him for his intention to help. I had my cooking help with me. We started off; I 
invited him and his family. They had a cup of tea and the picnic was joyful for all 
of us. This can be said to be just God's grace out of the unknown. 

22.4 Quick Favors for Favorite Aides 
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Mr. S K Raina, a close relative of Parma’s mother had constructed a house in 
Gandhi Nagar, Jammu. I went to congratulate him. While I was there, the Chief 
Minister, Bakshi Sahib dropped in along with the Chief Engineer Jammu PWD Mr. 
Gandotra. Bakshi Sahib wanted to see how SK’s house had come up. Getting up 
the stairs to the second floor he said, “SK, why are the stairs so narrow and steep? 
Suppose some sick person from the second floor has to be removed to hospital; it 
will be a difficult task. You may have felt difficulty carrying your heavier stuff up 
and down. See if it can be corrected. Why don’t you consult Mr. Gandotra?” He 
reached the living room on the second floor and wanted to sit in the balcony. He 
looked at the neighboring house of Mr. Janki Nath Zutshi, another favorite officer 
of his. He noticed that between the two houses there was no fence. He asked SK 
and SK said “Sir, we need two fences.” BGM enquired “Why two fences?” SK 
answered, “Sir in between mine and JN’s plots there is one plot which have you 
allotted to another colleague, Prof. Chaku.” Bakshi Sahib said, “Oh, I see but now 
that Chaku has been awarded a plot of land in Karan Nagar by his student, Dr 
Karan Singh why does he need another one here? You occupy that plot” He 
continued, “Gandotra; you issue an allotment order accordingly. You need the 
space; you need to construct only one fence in middle in that case, taking half of 
the plot of the property and divide it equally between you and Jana (JN Zutshi).” 
After a cup of tea Bakshi Sahib and his companions left. SK and JN busied 
themselves and the next morning a separating wall stood ready exactly in the 
middle of the plot which was earlier allotted to another officer, who might have 
already gotten it registered it in his name. Now, it was cancelled by separate order; 
that was an instance how favors were awarded to favorite aides. 
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Next day Mr. Chaku approached CM Bakshi Sahib and pleaded that the plot earlier 
allotted to him was actually needed for his brother Chaku, the engineer. CM was 
persuaded to allot a different plot to that officer. 

22.5 J L K, my wise talented colleague - a very tragic end 

Jia Lai developed an irritatingly bad throat. I know he had been a competent and 
honest aide to different bosses he worked with, one a Chief Justice, one a Minister 
and now a Chief Minister. All of them had great regard for him. I took the 
opportunity to inform the Minister, Mr. D P Dhar about Jia Lai’s sickness. 

He persuaded an oncologist from Bombay, whom he knew and who had been 
visiting Kashmir as a tourist to have a look. The doctor suspected development of 
some serious problem. He advised Jia Lai should visit Bombay and have a proper 
examination done, which he agreed to do personally. 

Jia Lai’s visit to Bombay was arranged. He was diagnosed as a case of fast 
developing cancer of the throat. A treatment was prescribed. I took the earliest 
opportunity of informing Bakshi Sahib, the CM who knew Jia Lai personally. He 
was very worried and said he would help. I typed out two copies of an application 
and got Jia Lai’s signature with some persuasion to seek government financial 
assistance. He suspected and wanted to read the application. I gave him one copy. 
He was annoyed and through broken words and signs asked me not to go begging 
for alms for him. I agreed and told him so, but I emphasized that we are 
government servants and I have made a request to the government and not to any 
individual. He was somewhat pacified. I presented the signed copy to the CM. and 
told him that Jia Lai as he knew him was feeling that he should not be asking for 
alms. In fact, he tore out the paper but luckily I had saved the other signed copy. 
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I knew JLK was very sensitive and had lot of self-esteem, though he was poor and 
unable to bear the cost of treatment. The CM understood Jia Lai’s condition. He 
called the Finance Secretary and suggested that financial aid should be available in 
such cases as a matter of rule. This was done by the government. 

So I assured Jia Lai and told him his case has generalized the problem and now the 
financial aid could not be considered as alms, but a right which a government 
servant can avail for whenever he needs it for himself or his dependents. JLK was 
happy. He was taken to Bombay. He came back. The oncologist who examined 
him again there had confirmed the cancer was incurable. JL didn’t survive. He was 
a good soul, a fine friend. And this was a tragic loss. 

Jia Lai was also fond of music and was himself a skilled musician; some even 
came to learn from him. One of them, Mr. Shiv Kumar Sharma, had great regard 
for him and often called him Guru, attained fame outside J&K. 

23. Weaning Poor Young Men from Crime to Rehabilitation 

One day when BGM was DyDeputy Chief Minister, he called me into his office 
and gave me a file of CID (Intelligence) diaries. I placed the packet in my coat 
pocket. He pulled the packet out and put it back in the inner pocket of my coat and 
said that I could take it home and prepare the summary for the month, highlight 
important reports and mark them prominently for action, He said he would expect 
to see the summary on the next working day, after the three holidays. I requested 
for one of the confidential trays from the office storekeeper and put the packet 
safely inside the tray which I locked and kept the key safe in my right pocket. 
When I went home I saw that my room was being cleaned up. I wanted to keep the 
tray in this room and lock the room up. But I found one cupboard which could be 
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locked instead of putting the tray in this cupboard I put this packet of secret papers 
there and locked up the cupboard. 

In the tray I kept a dictionary some plain paper, my expensive parker pen and the 
bottle of Quick ink and kept the tray near my bed. 

Then I went downstairs to join my wife and our family members who were waiting 
for some guests that had been invited for lunch. They came and left after lunch. 
After about two hours I wanted to utilize the spare time to start my work of 
summarizing the reports. When I went to my room I was surprised to find my rug 
which was spread to cover the floor was missing and also the confidential tray. I 
called my cousin and grandmother upstairs. They saw the floor of the room- 
without its covering. On enquiry, an uncle said that a stranger covering himself 
with the rug was going down the stairs a few moments earlier and he greeted him. 
The greeting was acknowledged. My uncle thought this man was the washer men’s 
representative carrying the load of clothes for washing. The stranger passed down 
the stairs and left. It seemed that it was a very smart, daring burglar who took 
advantage open room and the chatter of people busy at lunchtime. I missed the 
confidential tray and was worried about how to replace it and I missed my parker 
fountain pen which was presented to me by the Deputy PM personally for the same 
work. But I felt grateful to God to find that the secret diaries were safe inside the 
locked cupboard. 

I got busy and prepared the summary which I did present to the Deputy PM on the 
next working day. He was satisfied and thanked me. I told him about the clever 
burglary. He was disturbed and called the Deputy Inspector General of Police 
immediately and spoke to him angrily, “You know that we tried to search out all 
the thieves in the city and put them on various jobs in our Police Dept, where you 
were asked to train them and wean them away from criminal activities so they 
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could start earning their livelihood with honest work. Who do you thi nk you had 
left out? Now you mobilize your intelligence help to trace this burglar and recover 
the lost tray and what it contains. I want action and successful result within the 
next five days.” The Deputy IGP (Khwaja Saif Uddin) assured the Minister he 
would start at once and report back as ordered and he left assuring me also not to 
worry. 

Next day in the evening, after my return home from office, the police officer in 
charge of the area came to see me, he said that they thought the tray would have 
been sold by the burglar to some ironsmith. They searched and questioned all the 
city ironsmiths. They could not find the tray or any clue of it. They were still trying 
hard to find out who the smart and daring burglar could be; He assured me that the 
police would find him. In the meantime, he suggested the police will find a copy of 
the English Dictionary, also a parker pen and a notebook, one Quick ink bottle etc. 
also an equivalent of the tray. He added that “of course we will find the burglar, 
have him punished under the law but that may take time.” I laughed the suggestion 
away, and told him that I shall have to consult my boss, the Minister, before I 
comply with this offer of your solution. He was scared and requested me not to do 
so. Then I suggested I will consult Deputy IG Sahib. He pleaded with me to not 
even to do that. I never found the tray; the loss was written off. 

Extricating young men from the clutches of malignant and harmful influences had 
always been a priority for us. The extent to which we could apply our efforts can 
be gauged form this incident where a Muslim gentleman, well known to me, called 
me one day in office and said he wanted to meet me along with a good friend for 
consultation on an urgent problem. I said, “Can the matter wait?” But he seemed 
to be very worried; hence, I agreed and arranged for the two of them be permitted 
by the security police. 
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I had very good reports about his companion and I felt sympathetic. I saw they 
were very worried. The gentleman told me that “his only son, an intelligent boy 
passed his graduation two years ago with distinction, tried to get a job but could 
not succeed, and then got frustrated. He was persuaded and enticed to join the 
hostile organization working against our state and central government. They 
provided him an attractive salary and started training him. The state police have 
arrested him. His mother is deeply shocked and is now very sick. She is getting 
weaker every day unable to have any food. We want help to rescue the boy. We 
seek help to get him out of prison on parole and seeing his mother as she is, I am 
sure he will understand and correct himself.” 

I felt this was worth trying. So I explained the situation to the Police officer in 
Charge. He agreed to get him out for a week, keep a strict watch on him and his 
working and make efforts to reform him and rehabilitate him. This was done. The 
boy was shocked to see his loving mother in a precarious condition and assured her 
he would recoil from the deviation and become normal and friendly, and save her 
life and avoid the bad company. The State Police worked on his mind, extended his 
parole and helped him to get a job. After a month or so, he was a changed youth. 
The Police was happy over his conversion. This was a rare case, but indicated 
some hope to save young men from being caught and won over by the terrorist 
organization. 

24. Three Historic Events 

24.1 Visit of Dalai Lama and Panchen Lama to Delhi 

One day Bakshi Sahib got a message from PM (Mr. Nehru) that his cabinet 
colleague Mr. Kushak Bakula, Minister for Ladakh should invite the visiting guest 
Dalai Lama and Panchen Lama to be honored and entertained to a dinner party in 
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Delhi. He suggested that Mr. D P Dhar be deputed to Delhi to attend a meeting to 
discuss and organize the event. Mr. Kushak Bakula was already in Delhi, waiting 
to receive the VIP guests three days later and the dinner should be arranged for one 
day after they have finished doing the sightseeing. Mr. D P Dhar took me along 
and we flew to Delhi next day. 

After necessary consultations with all those who were concerned, it was decided 
that some prominent J&K personalities in Delhi also be invited, and the catering 
should be entrusted to the very popular and efficient Moti Mahal restaurant in 
Delhi. The venue suggested was the lawns of the J&K trade commission office at 5 
Prithvi Raj Road, New Delhi. While Mr. Dhar and Mr. Bamzai, a J&K aide 
working with PM were getting ready, I and the Delhi official in charge of the 
Kashmir emporium started off. The expansive lawns were selected for the party. 
The Emporium officer was trying to advertise the collection of his attractive 
Kashmir carpets by spreading these over the lawns. 

I was trying to argue that the lawns were very neat and pretty and would not need 
any cover. While I was trying to persuade him to agree, we had the sudden surprise 
of seeing PM Mr. Nehru and his daughter, Indiraji, coming in. We received them 
respectfully and he heard our arguments about the carpet cover being insisted by 
the Emporium officer from his salesman point, while I was trying to have the 
attractive lawns to be visible. PM strongly upheld my later view and said “You do 
not have to hide the glorious lawn.” 

Then PM asked about the caterer, the Moti Mahal representative was who was 
present was asked about the menu. PM asked his daughter to find about each 
recipe, the spices used for each delicacy in each individual item of food offered, 
and whether he would be able to eat and enjoy these. Meanwhile Mr. Dhar and Mr. 
Bamzai rushed in too, and talked to the PM, about the arrangements made and the 
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invitees expected. The PM was satisfied. He said he would come to the party about 
15 minutes earlier than the guests. 

Actually PM arrived more than 40 minutes earlier. He looked at the seating 
arrangements suggested some small alterations, he was particular about his 
colleague Pantji (Mr. G. B. Pant and other important colleagues of his Cabinet) Dr. 
Karan Singh came in early too, and then the honored two guests. The two VIP 
guests were received with honor. They wanted to visit the emporium. They 
selected some purchases. I saw that their aides picked up the whole roll of cloth 
which was touched even slightly by the Dalai Lama or Panchen Lama. The 
emporium officer was ecstatic. The party went off very well. The guests said they 
enjoyed the honor, the hospitality, and the extremely delicious food. PM and Mr. 
Kushak Bakula bade them farewell. 

A few minutes after the guests left and while the PM and Mr. Bakula and Dr Karan 
Singh were waiting to enjoy a cup of tea specially prepared by Moti Mahal and 
served in a samawar which was carried by Mr. Dhar ready to pour tea in the PM’s 
cup, the lights went off. The Moti Mahal put on a number of flash lights and 
alternative gas lamps. Dr Karan Singh told PM - “Sir this is a polite hint that the 
party is over.” Lights came back. The party was a great event. 

23.2 Visit of Soviet Leaders to Delhi and Srinagar Security 

I was witness to a historically significant visit of Soviet leaders to Srinagar. 

In 1955 Mr. Bulganin and Mr. Khrushchev from the Soviet Union had agreed to 
come to India and also pay a two day visit to the Kashmir part of the sub continent, 
so Mr. Nehru asked CM Bakshi Sahib to prepare for the very important event in 
Srinagar and meanwhile depute Durga (He called Mr. DP Dhar by his first name) 
to Delhi in advance to be briefed about details of the VIP visitors’ visit. Next day, 
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Mr. Dhar took me along. We flew from Srinagar to Delhi. The Minister (Mr. Dhar) 
met Mr. Nehru who called him to attend the meetings with Government of India 
officials who would be in charge of all the detailed arrangements. The VVIP 
foreign visitors were scheduled to land at the Delhi airport at 2.30 pm next day so 
the entire host team headed by PM Mr. Nehru was ready before time at the airport. 
Mr. Dhar was given a special written pass. His companion, one officer (Mr. K N 
Bamzai) assisting PM’s office for Kashmir affairs had his official pass too. There 
was no separate pass for me but I was given a camera to hang on my shoulder and 
named as part of the media persons’ team who were part of the reception hosts. Mr. 
Dhar was also accompanied by some representatives from the Communist Party. 
One of them was sitting with Mr. Bamzai and me in the back seat of one car with 
Mr. Dhar in the front seat. The other four were travelling in the car behind us. 

We were happy to see a large crowd of common people gathering and standing in 
an orderly manner along the lines on both sides of the approach road to the airport. 
The traffic and security arrangements seemed perfect. I noticed that the large 
crowd of common people seemed very enthusiastic, almost excited and raising 
welcome slogans for the guests and for the PM Mr. Nehru. The leftist member in 
our company in the car also travelling with us remarked and addressed Mr. DP 
Dhar “Well DP, do you notice how excited and enthusiastic these common people 
are. We can see them so happy, to see real people-to-people affinity and peoples 
burst of blooming attraction for leaders from the Soviet land” After a few moments 
our car had to stop briefly to allow the traffic police to tackle a crowd of people 
who came in a huge group and were arranged in the line. 

Mr. Dhar, Mr. Bamzai and I came out of our car. I asked a few people from the 
crowd “What is the matter, what is happening today. Why are you looking so very 
happy and ebullient?” 
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Quick came the reply, “Sahib, when our great and dearest leader Panditji (they 
called Mr. Nehru affectionately by this title) went to visit them in their land, they 
honored him and treated him with love and respect. We thought it was our duty to 
reciprocate accordingly with outspoken affection and respect while receiving these 
strangers representing a kindly neighbor country. The leftist group realized the 
difference in interpreting the excited response of the common Indian crowd. 

The VVIP guest’s plane became visible in the sky above the Delhi airport, a few 
minutes ahead of 2.30 pm but I noticed that it touched down Delhi exactly at 2.30 
pm. I was very much impressed how well organized the visit was. The guests were 
welcomed. The two leaders were heading a large team of very important senior 
authority from the soviet republic. They were welcomed by Mr. Nehru and his 
large team of cabinet members, very senior officers, and the media people; I used 
my camera too and I knew to whom it actually belonged in the media team. The 
PM delivered a brief welcome address. Mr. Khrushchev and Mr. Bulganin replied, 
thanking him and spoke of the great India and they felt privileged to be invited to 
visit. 

The next day, Mr. Dhar and I flew back to Srinagar and started assisting the J&K 
team of their reception led my CM J&K. 

The visit of the top soviet leaders to Kashmir was greatly significant politically as 
it assertively confirmed Kashmir an unquestionable part of India. A very large 
crowd of Kashmiri people sat on the extensive clean and green lawns which had 
been readied for them. The VVIP guests spoke in positive terms about Kashmir 
being part of India. 

Mr. Khrushchev in a very forcefully delivered speech (translated simultaneously 
for the audience) emphasized one significant sentence, repeated twice to a very 
loud applause by the listening audience. He said, “You realize we are neighbors, 
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kind and friendly neighbors. At any time you need any help all you have to do is to 
go up to the mountain top and shout to us, we will run across instantly to help 
you.” This was a key sentence - pregnant with a politically strong meaning. 

The VVIP’s were entertained to a cultural show in Kashmiri language arranged by 
Mr. Dinanath Nadim and presented in a hall of Nedous hotel in Srinagar. They 
were provided the translation and they expressed their pleasure. 

The 2 days’ visit to Srinagar, Kashmir by the top Soviet leaders was historic and a 
personal success of Pandit Nehru’s political sagacity. 

[Book Note: Quoted in “Kashmir in the crossroads” By Victoria Shadfield] 

24.3 Prime Minister’s Meeting on Security (Threat of Infiltration from 
Pakistan) 1965 

In the State Home Department we had been receiving intelligence reports that 
Pakistan was feeling that after Nehru’s death, India had a weak government. The 
Prime Minister then, Lai Bahadur Shastri was perceived to be a weak leader. They 
felt this was an opportune time to plan a concrete effort to infiltrate their armed 
agents across the cease fire line, create a big disturbance in the Indian part of 
Kashmir and cut it off and occupy it by the Pak army quickly. 

These reports were being conveyed to the Central Home Ministry who had also 
received similar reports. The PM, LB Shastri called a meeting to discuss the 
situation. From J&K, the Home Minister, Mr. D P Dhar went ahead to Delhi along 
with a team of concerned officers, the State Home Secretary, the IG police, the 
DIG CID and me. We prepared a note on the basis of the CID report sent to the 
State Home Minister, Mr. D P Dhar; he sought time to speak in the state Chief 
Ministers’ meeting. He spoke for half an hour very clearly and with forceful 
eloquence. It created a strong impression. After this the PM spoke, appreciating the 


116 



presentation and the gravity of the threat to the country. When the meeting 
dispersed I recollect some senior officers of the Central Home Ministry and the 
Home Minister of a state came over and congratulated the J&K Home Minister for 
the very powerful impact that his eloquent presentation had made. 

The Home Minister and I returned to Srinagar. The worrying intelligence reports 
continued to come. The Home Minister decided to call the Union Home Secretary 
and suggested he would like to meet him in a day or so. This was an odd time for 
the Minister. Preparations had been made at his home for celebrating the 
Yagneopavit (Holy Thread) ceremony of his only son, Vijay. But public duty was 
pressing - Mr. D.P. Dhar chose to confer with his mother, a wise, old gracious lady 
and convinced her to go ahead with the celebration in his absence. He had briefed 
and convinced his brother, his sister and her husband. His mother agreed; so next 
day we were in Delhi. 

He fixed a meeting with the Union Home Secretary, Mr. L.P.Singh. While Mr. 

D.P.Dhar was preparing for that meeting, an Englishman, who introduced himself 
as a correspondent of a London paper, came to ask me to let him see the Minister. I 
felt it would be useful as he said he had been to Pakistan and had come to Delhi 
straight from there. So before we started to go to see the Union Home Secretary, I 
took the correspondent to see the State Home Minister and I left them alone. This 
took about 40 minutes and when the Minister came out along with this gentleman, 
he was thanking him and escorted him to the elevator. He asked me to accompany 
him to the ground floor and help him find his car. In the lift, the correspondent told 
me he was very much impressed to meet the J&K Minister, as he found him very 
knowledgeable and well informed about world affairs and an extremely elegant 
and fluent speaker of the English language. He told me he was sure he is very well 
educated, may be in a British University. I guided him to his car and went back by 
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the elevator to ask the Minister that we should go. He was busy writing something 
on a small slip book. He said the correspondent had abundant useful information 
and he was noting down the new points, of the very useful interview which was 
timely so that the Union Home Secretary could be kept informed. 

He had a long meeting with the Union Home Secretary alone. I was waiting in the 
room of his personal secretary who called for tea and that kept us busy. I found 
him very busy with his own work and I noticed that he wrapped up all phone calls 
for the Secretary telling the callers that the Union Secretary would be available to 
talk to the caller after an hour or so. 

The meeting was over and the State Home Minister said we could go back to 
Srinagar the next day. 

I started preparing for a meeting called by the Union Home Secretary fixed three 
days later in Srinagar. He had asked the Army and IB representatives to be present 
at the meeting. 

Arriving back in Srinagar, I was busy with the State Home Secretary and the Chief 
Secretary, preparing notes and summarizing the intelligence reports that we had 
been receiving from our intelligence department officials. 

The meeting was held in Srinagar on August 2, 1965, as scheduled. The State 
Home Minister was accompanied by the State Chief Secretary, Home Secretary 
and me, along with the state IGP DIG’s Police and DIG CID of Kashmir and 
Jammu. 

The state Home Minister rose to speak in his very confident manner and made a 
strong case for meeting the very serious and worrying situation of infdtration from 
across the Cease Fire Line. 
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The representative of Army spoke. He said that the Army was prepared to meet the 
situation and he assured that they would not allow even a bird to cross to our side. 
The words he used were “Not a sparrow will cross.” 

As the meeting was about to wind up, the army representative came over to the 
comer where the state officials were seated together. He asked us “why are you 
people worrying your Minister with these scary reports. Be assured that we are 
fully prepared to meet the situation.” He added that they were of the view that the 
reports were mostly exaggerated and the meeting was wound up. 

My state colleagues and I were not very much assured, because of the reports we 
had been receiving all through the earlier months. I sought permission of my 
Minister to apprise the CM of the assurances given by the Central representative 
and also of our own feelings and reports, so that he was prepared to discuss the 
situation when the top officials from the Central Government were due to meet him 
for dinner. I went and reported to the CM about the meeting which had just 
concluded. 

Next day, I was told that the CM had supported what the State Home Minister had 
pleaded and he emphasized that the Central Government has been fully apprised of 
the developing situation as the State Government saw it and should feel assured 
that the Central Government is now fully appraised and prepared to meet the 
challenge effectively. The visiting team from the Union Government Department 
left the next day. 

On the 5th of August, 1965 the State Intelligence Department, had got hold of a 
gujjar who had come all the way from a border village to report that he had seen 
some infiltrators present in a neighboring place and he was sure they were 
preparing to cause trouble on a big scale. The staff officer came to report to the 
State Minister, who called the Army divisional commander and requested him to 
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meet him. The General came but seemed confident that the report could not be 
true. Meanwhile, we received a report from the State Police party going round on a 
routine drive and felt some strangers present. He felt one of them fired a shot at 
one State police officer who was injured. Finally the Army was coming to an 
agreement that the reports were indeed true. 

The situation quickly developed into a battle and the Army met the challenge with 
might to force back the attack even after they had occupied some of the important 
strategic places and villages. 

Lucky coincidence - timely arrival of document 

In November 1965, offices closed in Srinagar for the annual move and opened in 
Jammu. The Home Minister had gone with the CM to Delhi. I got a message in 
Jammu that my presence was needed immediately in Delhi. A senior police officer 
came to tell me he had brought the Railway ticket for me to travel to Delhi by the 
evening train. He came after an hour or so to drive me to the Jammu Railway 
station. The next morning, I was in Delhi and was received by one assistant from 
the J&K Trade commission who had been asked to drive me straight to Kashmir 
House at Prithvi Raj Road, New Delhi. It was early morning and I was told that the 
CM wanted me to see him as soon as possible. I got ready in half an hour and 
wanted to find and reach the Home Minister before I was to see the CM to find out 
why I was summoned. I was able to meet the HM who was busy talking to another 
Minister. When he saw me he said he was happy and that I had arrived at a very 
critical time. He asked me if I carried some files containing the notes the state 
Home Department had prepared about the incursions from across the line of cease 
fire and then reported the situation to the central Home ministry in the meeting of 
CMs. I said ‘yes sir’ He said he was delighted that they can bring this to the notice 
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of the CM who had to convince the Parliament Members. “So Good luck for your 
meeting with the CM”, I said “Sir, I have more material to convince the CM.” 

It so happened that before 1 left my office in Jammu, a top secret cover addressed 
to the J&K Home Minister was delivered to me. I just carried it along so I would 
deliver it to the Home Minister in Delhi. But since I found it was from central 
Home ministry and I had the authority to open and put it up to the Home Minister. 

I opened the cover and I found a very important document highly relevant to the 
situation. 

I presented myself to the CM. He told me he was glad to see me. And said, “Now, 
what is it that you have got? I know you will tell me that you had sent a letter to 
the central Home Ministry and so on. But I am facing a large number of Members 
of Parliament who said they were not alerted by the State Govt.” 

I said “Sir, I don’t know how they can say this. I am coming with a document 
which I received yesterday in Jammu and I kindly request you to have a look at 
these pages.” I said this was a copy of the minutes of all states CM’s conference 
presided by Prime Minister Lai Bahadur Shastriji”. 

The CM read the papers carefully and he smiled and called for a cup of coffee for 
me. He said he was delighted to see the central home ministry’s record of the very 
clear and timely warning provided by our alert and able staff, and now he would 
face the MP’s in today’s meeting. “Please ask the state Home Minister (Mr. DP 
Dhar) to see me and prepare to attend the meeting of Members of Parliament with 
me”. 

When I went to see the state Home Minister to tell him what I had been able to do, 
he called his colleague the Revenue and law Ministers, Mr. Mir Qasim and told 
him, “Ok, I feel relaxed now that our jobs have been secure, thanks to Bakaya’s 
presence at such a critical hour.” 
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25. Notable Reminiscences of Mr. D. P. Dhar 
25.1 Minister offers advice: “Rug phadkan” 

One day in about 1964 my domestic helper came into my office of Health 
Department of the Jammu Secretariat, bringing me my lunch. The phone rang. It 
was Mr. D P Dhar, the Home Minister. He said he had sent his car to pick me up to 
get me to the Army club where he and I would be having lunch together. I told him 
my lunch box has just arrived from my home. He said, “Send it back; treat it as - 
promoted to the status of dinner, and come. I am waiting -1 have to talk to you.” 

I put a brief request for second half day leave. On reaching the venue, Mr. Dhar 
was waiting. The lunch for two had been ordered by him. He told me “I was said to 
be doing good work in the health department and the serving doctors whom I know 
speak well. I am happy. But I wanted to give you a little bit of advice. I do not 
believe what I have been told; it might be a distorted impression or an exaggerated 
one. But I felt disturbed and concerned.” 

I was getting curious and apprehensive and felt disturbed. The bearer got the food. 
It looked tempting but my mind was not prepared to start it. And I also wanted the 
bearer to leave the two of us alone. The Minister thanked him and signaled him to 
leave. 

The Minister started and wanted me to start as the food which seemed warm and 
attractive should not lose its flavor. I also started, but half-heartedly, but requested 
the Minister to continue what he was saying. “No, let us finish the lunch” he said, I 
had to wait rather anxiously. 

When we finished and the bearer cleared the table he stood up and said we should 
have a brief walk on the green lawns. We started - my anxiety was growing and 
disturbing me. He started off. “Well I was trying to choose the correct words- now 


122 



I speak it in Kashmiri - “Tuhi chhi bata rugphadkan, so gachhi kabu thavin ” - 
“While dealing with files, you seem to be partial towards the Kashmiri Pandit's 
cases. I would suggest that the expression of such feeling needs to be curbed and 
tackled with caution.” I smiled and said, “Sir, may I explain?” “I know my Health 
Minister must have given this impression about my working. Actually, Sir; the 
partiality is exhibited by the Minister and in a very blatant and unfair manner. But I 
can assure you I am secular and fair in dealing with cases for all.” 

“I could show you several such files. Only the other day, the head of Health 
Department had submitted a proposal to promote some doctors according to the 
rules. I examined the proposal and submitted this for the Minister's approval. The 
file came back with his 'Approval' - signed - with an arrow pointing to the last 
name on the sheet, and who was a person much below in seniority. I went to seek a 
clarification, to which he said, “issue the promotion order for the doctor on whose 
name I have put the 'Arrow Mark', Let the others wait” I explained, “Sir, then we 
will have to deal with appeals from the seniors who supersede”. He said, “Do what 
I say. We can deal with the appeals when they come”. 

I issued the order. The director rang me up asking me, “why has my proposal been 
curtailed and the names of seniors not approved.” I could not reply. I just said, 
“You talk to the Minister when you meet him next.” And this kind of disposal 
appeared in another case also. I thought this kind of administering as counter¬ 
productive for a popular government. I hope you agree that I am not affected by 
'partiality' but the Minister is blatantly showing it as exercise of power and 
authority.” Mr. Dhar kept quiet but said, “You should be over cautious. I don't 
want your reputation for fair dealings and honest work to get distorted.” 

I told him, “Sir, it is seemingly a difficult exercise but I will try to adapt to the 
Minister's wishes. My conscience is clear. I am grateful for your concern but I feel 
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you know and believe my explanation which is explicit enough being faced on 
correct facts.” I am very grateful for your advice and, of course, for the delicious 
lunch.” 

Mr. Dhar was pensive. Then I told him to recall the instance where the CM (Sadiq 
Sahib) had heard that a young doctor who claimed to have been qualified from 
America should be appointed as an Associate Professor. The Chief Minister had 
called me and explained that when the proposal comes up to him he would reject it. 
To which I said to the CM, “Sir, You have the authority but if you ask me, we 
should be mindful that the ministry you had formed was declared as a cohesive 
cabinet. But just within 3 and 1/2 months of its life, a difference of opinion has 
exposed it.” The CM saw the point and I advised him of a fair way out and he 
accepted it happily. It worked and the Minister whom the CM was criticizing was 
the same Minister who Mr. Dhar had kept silent on. He now knew who had been 
the partisan one. Now that we have discussed the matter, I seek your permission to 
explain my feeling. “Sir, it was not my Batta rug , but my general sensitivity. I have 
always felt a sudden bite of pain whenever I notice anyone suffering injustice, 
whatever his or her caste or religion.” 

Mr. Dhar continued to be quiet and said “Now I understand you are on the right 
path but I would certainly say you should continue to be cautious.” I said, “Sir, I 
am grateful that you have heard me with patience and I was able to clarify to your 
satisfaction.” 

I recall an instance where I knew a couple of good teachers, one a Kashmiri Pandit 
and his Muslim colleague, they worked hard and their teaching made them very 
popular. One day, I saw them both in a very frustrated mood. Some of their fellow 
teachers had been promoted and they, even after being senior and with an 
impeccable reputation had been left out. The reason was that neither of them had 
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any influential contacts. They felt disgusted and told me they would take revenge. 
They said they would ignore their duties, and neglect teaching and thus ruin the 
prospect of a generation of students. It was a painful decision, I felt very deeply 
shocked. 

I sought an opportunity to mention the case to the CM, Mr. Sadiq. He asked me to 
get an application from these two aggrieved teachers, submit it through a proper 
channel but hand one copy to him as an advance copy. I did this. He asked for the 
records which showed that these two had been very popular and hard working and 
competent; ignoring them for promotion was really unfair and wrong. He set this 
right. They were taken by me to meet Sadiq Sahib where the conveyed their 
surprise, happiness and great gratitude towards him. 

December 1955.1 had gone from Jammu to Srinagar along with Home Minister 
DP Dhar on some work for a temporary visit. Srinagar was very cold and I was 
keen to go back as soon as possible. Our work in Srinagar did not take more than 
three days and I was asked to get ready to accompany the Minister on the drive via 
Banihal. We could have flown, but the weather was uncertain. I was picked up 
from my home at 11 am. The plan was for us to leave Srinagar by the evening. 

The Minister got busy. Lunch was decided to be had at his house. Then again he 
got into some urgent political party work and finally started at 6 pm from Srinagar 
towards Banihal, where we reached by 10 pm. The Minister got busy and we had 
our dinner at about 11pm. The Minister had received a report that there was some 
trouble brewing up in Bhadrawah, therefore he planned to change route to reach 
there after we reached had Batote. But he waited for a reply; he had asked for the 
latest situation report and also to judge if travel would be safe during the night. 
Meanwhile, he said he wanted to talk to me. I was wide awake. He started, “I am 


125 



very sorry; I have been very cruel. Your promotion was decided last year by the 
CM who has been very happy with your work all through. I let it wait. I had been 
told some stories by one of your colleagues, a relation of mine, who I had 
considered a very helpful friend and well wisher of yours. But I realized that he 
was just jealous since even the CM and others who knew you were very happy 
with you. Now I am promising to you that in my first meeting with the CM, I will 
seek his approval and the orders will be issued immediately. But I ask for your 
forgiveness. I was misled. I have been unfair to you, although, personally I have 
been very happy with you. I have noticed your ability, your hard work, your 
sincerity, honesty and your wise advice to me all through difficult and testing 
times. So will you forgive me?” The Minister was very emotional. I felt 
overwhelmed. I said, “Sir, I feel overwhelmed by your greatness and I would 
request the promotion should be made effective from last year to set my seniority 
position correctly.” 

The Minister said, “I think that should not be difficult. I will request CM to order 
accordingly.” Meanwhile, the reply to his query about Bhadrawah was received by 
wireless. It advised the Minister to postpone his visit as night travel was unsafe. 

We started from Banihal by 11.45 pm; our driver had had his dinner on time and 
also his sleep of 2 hours and was very alert and active even at this late an hour. 

But the Minister was very tired and felt sleepy. When we reached Batote the driver 
felt he had driven past the point he could have diverted towards Bhadrawah and 
that the car seemed to be standing on a point rather unstable. He said he would stop 
and check on the ground with the help of his flash light. He did so. He whispered 
to me “I don’t want to disturb the Minister as he is enjoying a well deserved nap. 
But the car is dangerously poised. It can drop off into a crevice.” The Minister 
woke up and asked the driver. He told him - “Sir, God has been kind we have to 


126 



leave the car where it is. Please exit cautiously from the right side. From here with 
the help of my flashlight I can see some steps leading up to a building which may 
be the government rest house in Batote.” The Minister came out slowly and saw 
the position of the car.” He asked the driver to wait outside near the stopped car, 
while he and I would enter the rest house, awaken the staff who would 
accommodate all the three of us for the night stay and also arrange for the car to be 
escorted to safety. 

I found it was nearing 4.30 am, the night was very dark but the weather was dry. 
Luckily the building we had seen was the comfortable Dak bungalow. The staff 
had got a message from Banihal about the chance possibility of a Minister stopping 
by at Batote. We were accommodated in good comfort in warm rooms. 

Next morning we were able to use the same car we had been driven in from 
Srinagar and the driver had seen there was no damage to the vehicle. The Minister 
wanted to reach Jammu and go straight to meet the CM, report about his work in 
Srinagar and also review the latest reports about the situation in Bhadrawah and 
Kishtwar towns. After that he had to go somewhere else where he was scheduled to 
combine breakfast with an official meeting. 

I had my breakfast while the Minister was away and was wondering whether my 
boss had the time to talk to CM about me. 

While I was waiting for him, I was told that the CM was looking for me and 
wanted me to meet him. I went at once. I found him in a relaxed mood. He said, 
“Sit down.” I sat in a chair facing him. There was no one else in the room. He said, 
“You will be happy to know that your great boss today allowed me to have your 
promotion order issued. You know I had sanctioned that exactly one year ago, 
along with that of a few of your colleagues. I have asked Chief Secretary to see 
that your seniority is safeguarded. The promotion in your case will be effective 
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from last year. Now you will be happy. I feel relieved. You deserved it last year.” I 
was impressed and said “Sir, I don't have words effective enough to express my 
immense gratitude for your concern and kindness.” CM smiled and asked me to 
meet the Chief Secretary. I did so and thanked him too. 

My next step was to find a way to convey this good news to my family who were 
stuck in the freezing Srinagar, expecting me to arrange their move to Jammu, even 
though it was quite late. I rang up the fire brigade branch next to my Srinagar home 
and asked the man on duty who knew me to call my dad or uncle to the phone. He 
called and my uncle came over to talk to me. To my surprise, he conveyed his 
hearty congratulations for the “great good news”. I said, “What is the matter? Who 
told you what?” He said, “A stranger came at about 8 am today and asked for 
Parma, who had just returned from her daily routine visit to temple and told her he 
had been sent by his Saint Guru to take and put a tilak mark on her forehead and 
congratulate her for the promotion of her husband which was being ordered today.” 
He put the tilak. We asked him to stay for a cup of tea. He said he had been 
ordered by his Guru to report compliance of the task given to him. So he 
disappeared quickly”. I was amazed how fate works. After a few days I got orders 
to move to Jammu office and escape the severe winter condition in Srinagar. 

25.2 Industries Department 

At one time PM Jawaharlal Nehru started trying to encourage the big Indian 
industrialist concerns to try and establish appropriate industries in J&K. He spoke 
personally to JRD Tata and G D Birla. A similar message went to the Singhanias, 
the Sahu Jains, the Dalmias, the Mahindras, and the Khemkas etc. he alerted the 
J&K Government to prepare for these industries as they had expressed their 
willingness. 
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In J&K a separate department called New Industries department was established 
while the older industries like Sericulture, Woolen Mills and small industries 
remained with the Industries Minister, Mr. S L Saraf, The New Industries 
department was put under the exclusive charge of Mr. D P Dhar. He constituted a 
small office with the New Industries Secretary, Mr. Amar Singh a senior and 
experienced officer, along with me as the Dy. Secretary and Mr. Ahmed as Under 
Secy. We were provided two typewriters, two clerks to start with. The Minister Mr. 
Dhar accompanied by Mr. Amar Singh and myself visited Delhi where meetings 
were arranged with the industrialists by turns. Our party was welcomed; we were 
invited for dinner at the TATA’s representative office in Delhi & also at the Birla’s 
residences. They were briefed and it was settled that they would depute their 
experts to Srinagar to collect facts, study the situation and work out plans. 

I recall the life style of these extremely rich people as also how extravagant their 
hospitality was, most of the time we felt overwhelmed. Our boss, Minister D P 
Dhar explained the advantages that the industrialists would gain. He emphasized 
on the existence of natural resources in J&K and the great resource of skills of the 
hardworking people. 

I made extensive notes of each meeting back in Srinagar after about- 10 hectic, but 
pleasant days. We got busy, planning a meeting with the representatives of big 
business companies. They sent their representatives who had made arrangements 
for their stay in the top level Oberoi Hotel overlooking the Dal Lake. 

Mr. Ahmed and I would receive the more senior guests at the airport. I remember 
how I would quickly brief them about the agenda, while travelling from the 
Srinagar airport to the hotel where they had to stay. Apart from the industrialists, 
we had invited one Mr. Lakshmi Jain whose company was an expert consultant in 
preparing project pre-feasibility studies. 
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The J&K State Chief Minister was very much impressed and enthusiastic; he 
called them over for a sumptuous dinner. In the meeting we had invited the state 
director of industries, Dr Habibullah and representatives from the state Finance 
Department, some representatives from handicraft trade. Overall it was useful. 
Some of them established their units, one near Srinagar, another one at Kathua- in 
the Jammu province. 

Representative for the Birla’s, Mr. Toshnivaal, and that of the Sahu Jain’s, Mr. 
Sukhchainlal, and also those of the Singhania’s and a few others stayed for a 
longer period of time. 

But one must admit that some of these big industrialists too felt there was the need 
to do some more to overcome the huge difficulties arising due to the lack of 
infrastructure. The terrain was a challenge. Heavy transport vehicles could not ply 
or turn around easily without risk. The roads needed to be wider and better. This 
would cost a lot of big money. 

Mr. Dhar also made useful contacts with the senior bureaucrats in the Union Govt. 
We found one Mr. S S Khera, Secretary of the Union Government, very 
enthusiastic and helpful. He paid several visits to Srinagar along with his Deputy 
Secretary, one very efficient and energetic Mr. K K Dhar who claimed his 
ancestors were Kashmiris. Under their guidance and help the state made a useful 
contact with the ONGC (Oil and Natural Gas Commission) who started the work 
of drilling for oil and natural gas where it was expected. The state was persuaded 
to set up a full-fledged organization. The geology and mining department recruited 
young men, got them trained as drillers and other related jobs. The ONGC started 
their office in the state. I was actively associated in all these developments. 

The state department dealing with the state’s mineral resources prepared and 
reorganized plans to explore and exploit the mineral resources. This was done with 
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the help of experts from the central government. A large number of posts for 
drillers and rig men was created and filled. They were deputed for training at 
various places. Later on, a mines and minerals corporation was established and 
organized for which an energetic and experienced managing director was deputed 
from the central ministry. The Officer was one Mr. Bhagwan Singh; the 
corporation set up its office in Srinagar and Jammu. 

26. Notable Reminiscences of Mr. Sham Lai Saraf 
26.1 The Challenges I felt as a teetotaler 

The department of New Industries was later merged with the old industries 
department. I continued in the industries department which was now in the charge 
of a senior Minister, Mr. SL Saraf. He was different from my earlier boss Mr. 

Dhar, much older and a former Minister in the first state cabinet headed by Sheikh 
Mohd Abdullah and he always treated Mr. D P Dhar as an energetic and able 
youngster. Unlike Mr. Dhar he was not fond of whisky. Thus, knowing my close 
and long association with MR D P Dhar, he was under the impression that I would 
have grown to be somewhat of an alcohol addict being in his company. [Footnote: 
Mr. D P Dhar passed away 1975, at the premature age of 56 owing to a heart 
attack]. 

So he started watching my habits and my behavior. He expressed surprise when he 
found me a teetotaler. One day when drinks were served in an official party and I 
was offered a whiskey, while he got himself a coca cola, he observed that I had 
declined the drinks and asked for some non alcoholic cold drink, not even a beer. 
He drew me aside and explained to me that I could drink if I was used to drinking 
alcohol and not to feel hesitant about it, only that the drinking should be in 
moderation. To which I smiled and replied that I had never even tried a beer or any 
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alcoholic drink in my lifetime. He apologized for the wrong impression that he had 
been harboring regarding me. But yet he wanted to be sure. One day when he and 
me were alone in his room he said, “You say you were not tempted to drink 
alcohol. Tell me how were you able to resist or avoid that in close association of a 
boss who could not live without quite a few drinks of whisky every day.” 

I told him, “Sir, you will not believe, I was very adamant and my boss was at 
times upset and even angry when I repetitively said “No Sir, excuse me.” One day, 
at a party in honor of Mr. Shankar Prasad, the Union Secretary for Kashmir affairs, 
everyone accepted a glass of whisky while I asked for a glass of “Nimboo Paani”. 
Mr. Prasad noticed and asked Mr. D P and Mr. Zutshi, “What is the matter why 
don't you persuade Bakaya?” They said they had tried but failed. They said they 
always left me alone; they respected my wish to remain a teetotaler. He started in 
an affectionate tone, “Well, young man, I appreciate your qualities, your ability & 
your work but I advise you, you should not isolate yourself from a kind company 
around and create a bad impression, which may harm you” I told him, “ Sir, I am 
grateful for your concern and your kind advice. But I have an aversion to alcohol. I 
tried a small drink of beer once. I got uncomfortable and lazy for the whole day. I 
never took that risk again. So please forgive me” So Mr. S Prasad gave up and told 
JN and DP Dhar that it would be cruel to force me.” 

After that Mr. Saraf s doubts were removed. His trust in me enhanced. He was very 
kind to me. And whenever he had to attend a meeting in Delhi or elsewhere he 
would take me along and treat me very well. 

26.2 Trip to Allahabad 

One day, he asked me to get ready to accompany him to Allahabad where we were 
invited to inaugurate a function for a music institute. I went with him. In 
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Allahabad, he met some politician colleagues of the congress party and arranged 
for a guide to take me to visit Anand Bhavan and some other sites. The music 
institute function was scheduled for the next day. He gave me a few points and 
asked me to draft a speech for him. Writing on this subject was going to be a 
difficult challenge for me as I had no particular knowledge about music except that 
I was a fond lover of good music. All of a sudden I recalled my association with an 
official colleague, Mr. Jia Lai Kharoo, who was also a well respected musician. I 
had also heard that an acquaintance of mine, Mr. Sopory, who was a very popular 
music teacher, was connected with the Allahabad institute of music. 

I started with these two facts and wrote a draft speech including all the points that 
the Minister had suggested. He was happy with it and got it typed out. The very 
mention of the Kashmiri music master in the Minister’s speech sparked off a 
continued ovation among the audience. It appeared that Mr. Sopory was well 
known and respected by the Institute. The whole speech was very well received. 
The Minister was happy and thankful to me. I felt thankful too for this 
acknowledgment received on my small contribution. 

Besides this visit to Allahabad, Mr. Saraf took me along to attend an All India 
State Ministers’ conference chaired by the Union Minister for Industries. I felt that 
he appreciated whatever assistance I could provide. I enjoyed the work involved, 
though I had to work hard to collect the material facts, we wanted to argue our 
state's problems and seek solutions and help. I found that these conferences played 
a very useful role. 

As for myself, I was provided the very welcome opportunity of seeing so many 
Indian cities that I had not seen beyond Delhi. We visited Jaipur, Bangalore, 
Jodhpur, Puri, Jamshedpur, Calcutta, Indore etc. We visited Delhi very often. 
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27.3 My trip to Puri 

On one occasion the Minister could not find time to personally attend a conference 
fixed at Puri, Orissa. He sent a small group of just two officers, a Senior Deputy 
Director of Industries of the State and me. It was a long way off and we travelled 
by train. I requested the Minister that I would like to utilize the opportunity of a 
visit to Puri to take a week off as leave and visit a close relative at Jamshedpur at 
my private expense. He was good to agree. The two of us participated in the 
conference and projected our points which were debated and explained and 
recorded. 

The Puri visit was enjoyable and we had the opportunity to visit the great and 
famous temple. My colleague went back to Srinagar while I took the train to 
Jamshedpur and availed of the chance to satisfy a long standing request of a very 
affectionate relative, Retd. Col Prem Nath Kak, who was closely related to my 
wife and with a lot of regard and care for me. He held a senior position within the 
Tata factory. The Tata's had developed the city and provided lots of entertainment 
and scenic attraction for tourists, apart from the visits to their steel factory. 

27. Other Notable Reminiscences 

27.1 All State Agriculture Ministers’ Conference hosted in Srinagar 

The Central Ministry of Agriculture, Govt, of India, decided to hold a conference 
in Srinagar comprising of Agriculture Ministers of all the states. The conference 
was to be hosted by the Chief Minister of J&K State. 

The CM and the State Secretary for Agriculture had to visit Jammu a few days 
earlier and planned to be back in Srinagar two days ahead. They asked me to 
render all necessary assistance to the central team which would be arriving in 
Srinagar four days ahead of the scheduled start. 
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The team came. I welcomed them at the Srinagar airport and assisted them in 
making themselves comfortable in the guest rooms of the tourist centre. I showed 
them around the rooms and the hall allotted for the conference where at that time 
another conference was underway, but was scheduled be over two days ahead of 
their date. They had been assured they could utilize their spare day or two for 
sightseeing for which state vehicles with drivers had been allotted. They felt 
happy. They said they would like me to meet them on the date when the 
conference hall would be available. The Minister of state, Mr. A G Trali, was kept 
informed by me. 

It so happened that the CM J&K and the State Agriculture Secretary were stuck in 
Jammu because of bad weather conditions and led to cancellation of flights from 
Jammu to Srinagar. Roadways were closed too. Meanwhile, some Ministers from 
states were able to fly direct from Delhi to Srinagar two days ahead of the 
conference. They were received by the J&K Agriculture Minister of State and 
made comfortable in the government guest houses as arranged. 

I thought it would be worthwhile to check if the team from the Central 
Government had been having a good time in their sightseeing. It was raining hard 
when I reached the state tourist centre at about 8 pm. I heard some voices from the 
garage side. A few people seemed to be talking angrily. I recognized one voice as 
that of a driver who was often on duty with me on official duty. I called out to him 
and heard him telling his companions huddled around a vehicle parked in one of 
the garages, “I recognize this voice is of Bakaya Sahib. It is good, let us get out 
and tell him what happened.” When they came I recognized most of them. They 
started speaking 

“Aadaab Arz Jinab, we are not happy being on duty with these heartless officers. I 
asked, “What happened?” 
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They started talking all at once, so I asked one of them to speak for all, I chose the 
one who had been on duty with me very often. He told me that these officers from 
India enjoyed visiting Tangmarg and Gulmarg. Today we drove them and showed 
them all the tourist spots. But they never asked us to rest for our lunch. We are 
starving. I Said, “Oh, that seems unfortunate. Now, why don’t the four of you 
come with me to the tourist centre restaurant?” I asked the manager to provide 
them dinner. I paid part of the cost and assured the Manager the balance would be 
paid next day, I added, “Please give them a packed lunch for tomorrow also.” This 
was settled. They promised to do their duty next day without any anger or sorrow. I 
told them “These are our guests and we have to be patient and courteous. We are 
reputed to be hospitable and friendly to our tourist visitors. Our prestige is the 
question.” Then I went to see the head of the central team. He was pleasantly 
surprised to see me. I asked him. “I hope you have been enjoying the sightseeing.” 
He said - “Yes, but it seems the drivers or vehicles will not be available tomorrow. 
They said “their vehicles have developed some mechanical defects.’ So we don’t 
know what to do.” 

I told them “The drivers are nice men, conscious of their duty. They need to be 
cared for. They also need to be given time to have their lunch. Did you give them 
the opportunity?” He said, “Sorry, now we see we did not think of this’. It did not 
occur to us that they did not carry their lunch boxes.” I told them “All they needed 
was the time.” He realized the omission and I told them, “They had been provided 
packed lunches for tomorrow. But please provide them the opportunity to get half 
an hour’s respite to use the packed lunches.” Then I asked him “could we have a 
look at the conference hall. The other conference just came to a conclusion today.” 
We saw that the conference hall had been vacated by the earlier meeting and it was 
ready to be set up for the next conference. I suggested to the Central Officer it 
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would be better to start working now to set up seating arrangements for the 
Agriculture Ministers’ conference. I told him I was hoping the J&K Agriculture 
Secretary and CM J&K may be able to cross over from Jammu next day and 
certainly they would want to know how things were. I was told by the officer that 
the Central Minister and other high level officers from the Agriculture Ministry 
have conveyed a message that they will be in Srinagar by 11 am and the 
conference will start same day in the afternoon. 

The central officer said “You need not worry. We will get the seating ready the 
next day, after returning from sightseeing.” I said, “I will try to meet you in the 
evening to see if you need any last minute help.” Next day, I went after my dinner 
to check the position. I went to see the hall. There was no change. I met the officer 
again and he said, “I thought my team had started work.” He came and called the 
team. I was able to get hold of some staff that helped to move around the chairs 
and the tables. I stayed back till almost all was set up according to the instructions 
that the team said they needed. 

Next morning, I persuaded my state Minister (Mr. AG Trali) to have a look before 
he would go to the airport to receive the central Agricultural Minister and he was 
hoping that J&K CM and the State Agriculture Minister would also be able to fly 
from Jammu. He agreed. He and I had a look at the hall which was ready. The 
central team was expecting their Central Agricultural Secretary to have a look at 
the arrangements too once he arrived at Srinagar with the central Minister at 11 
am. 

The CM J&K were able to attend. He and Mr. Trali came straight away at around 
10.00 am to have a look. I was there along with the central team. They were happy 
to see me and to see that the arrangements had been set up. Then Mr. Trali went to 
Srinagar airport and received the Central Minister. 
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The conference began. Many Ministers and their aides had arrived. They were 
entertained at a state dinner. 

Before the central Minister prepared to leave, he met the CM J&K to thank him for 
the very satisfactory arrangements and the hospitality. Then he said he would ask 
for my deputation to the centre as he was very impressed at what he had been 
informed and what he saw about my efficiency and care. Bakshi Sahib thanked 
him and said “I am happy to hear your request but I think our need for such 
officers is greater in my state.” 

27.2 Incarcerated Kashmiri Philosopher’s manuscript - formal approval by 
German Publishers 

It was summer time in Srinagar. A story spread that a Hindu girl had been forcibly 
converted to Islam and married a Muslim. Some said they were in love but most of 
the Hindus did not believe that. It was a sensitive issue. The Hindus protested. 
Public meetings were arranged. Some fiery speakers took the stage. The tension 
between Hindus and Muslims was on the rise. The police tried to disperse the 
procession of Hindu women and men. It caught the attention of the newspapers 
that sent their special correspondents from Delhi, whose detailed reports disturbed 
the minds of the Hindus outside Kashmir. 

There were protest rallies and the State Police took the speakers into custody. I was 
sitting in my office in the State Home Department. My Personal Assistant came in 
with a slip of paper and told me that a foreign lady wanted to meet me. I called her 
in. She said she had flown from Berlin to New Delhi and Delhi to Srinagar 
carrying the typed manuscript of a very important book written by a Kashmiri 
philosopher. 

She wanted to meet him and get his final approval after which she would start 
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printing copies in Germany. But she was told by his family that State Police have 
detained him and he is now in jail as a result of the agitation. She gave his name. I 
knew him. I asked the lady to have a cup of tea till I was able to try and solve her 
problem. 

I went into the adjacent room and rang up the PS to Chief Minister and told him I 
wanted to speak to CM. I was connected and I told the CM that the current 
agitation seems to have created a bad name for us in Germany and I reported to 
him what the German lady had requested. The CM expressed surprise that the well 
known and popularly respected person had been jailed. He asked me to permit the 
lady to meet him and let her get his approval for his philosophical script to be 
published. So I came back to my room and assured her that she could accomplish 
her task. She thanked me for the surprisingly quick action and started getting up to 
go. I told her she will have to be escorted by a police person who would help her 
reach the jail and meet the author. I made the necessary arrangements, provided the 
escort and transport, called the jail superintendent and informed him of CM’s 
approval. The lady expressed she was pleasantly surprised at the unexpectedly 
quick solution of her problem. I later found out that she got the author’s final 
approval of the manuscript and flew to Delhi and then to Berlin the next day. After 
a few months I saw a printed book in a local bookshop and bought a copy. An 
abstruse subject but very popular among a large number of knowledgeable and 
interested people. Subject title “Kundalini Yoga by Gopi Kishen” 

I had known Mr. Gopi Kishen for many years as a well spoken member of the 
State Directorate of Education. Later on he became a prominent social leader. 
After that I had an opportunity to listen to his extremely fluent speech in Srinagar 
to a gathering of one hundred and twenty five Canadians who had come all the way 
and requested him to explain his specialty ‘ Kundalini’ in a series of lectures. 
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Which, he did. I was amazed and happily impressed noticing the widely known 
eminence he had attained and at the eloquence and fluency with which Mr. Gopi 
Kishen spoke in English at the inauguration and also by the applause and the 
standing ovation which he received that lasted for about three minutes by the 
enthusiastic audience. 

28. Help smooth and fair recruitment in Police 

I was called over by Agha Sahib, the Home Secretary and told that Minister DP 
Sahib wanted me to go to his residence for a few hours for some urgent work. I 
told him I would inform my superior - the Health Secretary. He said he would do 
so. While we were talking, DP Sahib’s official driver appeared there and said that 
sahib had sent him to get me there immediately. 

On our drive I asked Ghulam Rasul the driver if anything was wrong - He said,” 
Everything seems to be in order, there are four to five MLAs, among them 
Ministers Dogra Sahib, Kaar sahib with Sahib and a DIG police could be seen 
sitting with Sahib's P.A. I thought it would be some matter related to the police. 

On reaching I met them. DP sahib told me “I am under great pressure. We have to 
make some recruitment in the police. I have called the DIG police, Bhakhri, who 
deals with the subject. He has the list of applicants but my ML A colleagues and 
some Ministers have applications from their constituencies where their voters 
expected they would get employment but their names are not in the police list of 
applicants. Please spend some time with Bhakhari and find a solution. I felt you 
alone could do so. “Please get busy and yes, we are all having lunch together at 
1.30 pm. It is now 11.00 am.” 

Minister Dogra saheb gave me about eleven applications, Kar Sahib about 7, 
another MLA from Anantnag gave about 5 to 6.” 
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I sat with Mr. Bhakhari who appeared harassed and clueless what to do. He told 
me, “None of these applications are on our list. None seem to have bothered to 
apply in response to our well published notices in the Government Gazette and in 
the three Urdu papers and two English dailies popular in the state.” The last date 
for applications to be received in police office is tomorrow.” 

I suggested the Police Department should extend the receipt date by a week. 
Meanwhile, all these and other applications from other MLA’s should be registered 
and scrutinized to see if they satisfy the requirements prescribed and advertised. 

I informed the Minister who said that was a sensible step. I suggested that other 
MLAs should also be asked if they have any candidates. I said, “Sir, I will go and 
ask the CM. if he has any suitable candidate and Sir, I would also request you, as 
an MLA.” 

I told Mr. Bhakhari that the suggestion to extend the date was approved. While I 
was standing there, I had a strange experience. The face of a police official 
appeared, it was of one whom I recollected was for a long time on security duty 
with Mr. Dhar. He asked me “May I request my Nathji be appointed, Sir”. It was 
only I who heard the question or saw the picture of the face? I asked Mr. Bhakhari 
about that police official whose name I recollected. Mr. Bhakhari said, “Yes he 
was a good official, I had chosen him to be in charge of the security group for Mr. 
Dhar but he fell sick suddenly, asked for a week’s leave, his sickness turned to be 
fatal and he died about two months ago. His son is a graduate but he has not sent 
any application.” 

I said, “We will have to find out why he has not applied.” 

I was asked to join Mr. Dhar for lunch. He asked Mr. Bhakhari too, who said he 
had it already but would have a cup of tea. After the usual delicious meal I sought 
permission to leave. I was dropped at my office. 
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I found that the CM was still in his office. I was able to see him and I asked 
whether he had any candidate. He asked his PS but his security officer reminded 
him of two applicants. He said, “Please get their applications.” I got these. 

After reaching home I called a police official who lived in my neighborhood, who, 
I thought would have known his dead colleague. On coming in for a chat he spoke, 
“Sir, it was a sudden death, he was young and apparently very healthy but after his 
death his family is in dire straits.” I asked him if he has his son who is working 
somewhere. He said “Sir, he has one son and one daughter. The son is a graduate 
and well built, a sportsman, player of hockey and football as part of his college 
team. He has been unemployed and has got no job.” I asked him to go and bring 
him along, ask him if he has applied to the police department, if not, then why?” 
The young boy came with him. He said he had already sent his application in 
response to the advertisement from the police dept. I asked him to give me a copy 
by early morning, next day. He got it when I was ready to attend office next day. I 
found he had a good chance but the office told me they had not got any application 
from him. I handed over his application to the DIG Police who issued a receipt and 
registered it among other applications. 

After the extension in the date the police office received more applications. Mr. 
Bhakhari was able to find about only 100 or so out of a total about 900 applications 
meeting the prescribed requirements. He informed the Home Minister who found 
that among those 100, only two out of the 11 from Dogra Sahib’s list and only one 
from the 7 of Mr. Kaar’s list of candidates, were present. Along with one out of 
two of the CM’s list and the dead police officer’s son’s application were there. He 
belonged to the HM’s constituency. The HM agreed to enhance the number of 
vacancies to 100 and the matter was settled by HM with the IG police, in 
conformity with rules. 
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29. Tough Call from Chief Secretary (1964) 

I was working in the Health Department of the Secretariat. An orderly came to tell 
me that the Chief Secretary (CS) wanted me to see him. All the staff in the entire 
secretariat always dreaded such a call. I too was afraid. But I hastened to his room. 

I entered his room and greeted him respectfully which he ignored and started off- 
“Well, you know I do not recognize your boss the Health Secretary, I do not even 
like to talk to him. That is why I have called you. I am sure you will solve the 
problem. A close friend of mine is a doctor. He told me he is due for promotion but 
someone in the Health Department should take up the case and he suggested that 
you have been trying to make fair decisions in the department. I told him that is my 
impression too. Now this is his name and his particulars.” 

I was wondering that this kind of person having a friend seemed rather 
unbelievable but I felt assured he was not what he is usually described to be. I said, 
“Sir, I know this doctor is number 3 in the seniority list prepared by the health 
department. The Health Minister wants to pick up number 4 and to get him 
promoted. I told him that this would result in his seniors to appeal against that 
decision. But he asked me to submit a memo from him for cabinet approval. I 
thought it will be fair to promote all four, as they are experienced and very popular 
doctors.” He said, “Now you tell your Health Minister that this would be the 
correct way to seek cabinet approval. Tell him I will have his proposal rejected as 
unfairly picking up fourth in the line, ignoring three senior doctors.” And advise 
him to send up the memo by tomorrow so I put it on the cabinet agenda for the 
next meeting scheduled three days from today. Now you go and work on this.” 

I felt relieved. I found that the Health Minister was still in office. I went to inform 
the Health Secretary. He was happy and both of us went to inform the health 
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Minister. I started like this, “Sir, I was called by CS. He was asking a general 
question about promotions in the Health Department. He agreed to discuss and 
seek a decision in the next cabinet meeting and wanted me to prepare and send up 
a memo by tomorrow in accordance with seniority rules so that it is fair and cannot 
be rejected.” 

The Minister said, “Oh, which solves my problem. Please bring the memo. I will 
sign it.” 

I did so and put it up to CS before he was preparing to leave the office. He was 
surprised to see the memo signed by Health Secretary and Health Minister and 
said, “Quick Work. Good”. The approval came. All the four doctors were 
pleasantly surprised. 

30. The Indian Administrative Service 

In Jammu, adjacent to the airport there was a shrine of a Muslim saint called Pir 
Baba who had died long ago. This was visited by Muslims and Hindus and Sikhs 
who had lot of faith in the powers of the name, in very large numbers. My family 
was also persuaded to visit. We felt some extraordinary peace there. Parma used to 
sit quietly for about ten to fifteen minutes and she would tell us, she felt the 
presence of some highly spiritual being. On one such occasion, she took longer 
than fifteen minutes she said she heard a voice from the shrine, “Do not oust Shanti 
(our helper boy). He is very poor but good and hard working; in the next few 
months your husband will get promoted to ‘ASF (Administrative Service of India). 
Early next month we moved to Srinagar on the scheduled Darbar move. 

After about a month, a small group of state officers were listed on the basis of their 
general merit, record of working experience, their confidential rolls, and then 
studied and scrutinized in consultation with the Central Government department of 


144 



Personnel and a representative of the Union Public Service Commission. The list 
was finalized and announced as approved for entry as members of the prestigious 
Indian Administrative Service J&K cadre. I found that I was one of the state 
officers in this finally approved list. It was an exciting surprise. The chief secretary 
to J&K government Mr. P K Dave congratulated all of us heartily; our status was 
raised to that of additional secretary. Most of us were able to get a car advance as 
loan and buy a small fiat car too. 

One of the first ones I called on the phone to give him this good news was my 
close friend Mr. PN Dhar (PN) had by now become principal secretary to the PM 
(Indira Gandhi). I asked him to recall the persuasive efforts he made for me to 
travel Srinagar to Delhi in perhaps April 1947 - before the partition of India, and 
attempt for the all India Competitive Examination for entry into the Indian 
Administrative Service. I told him he would be happy to know that the dream he 
encouraged me to dream was realized today. He was thrilled to hear this great 
news. 

I recall the old effort. The Government of India had decided to hold the all India 
test. P N Dhar had asked me I should go and take a chance. There was tension all 
round and also a sense of uncertainty and fear. We tried to arrange a flight from 
Srinagar to Delhi. I would need about Rs three hundred. A friend of mine, one Mr. 
A.N Ambardar, a fresh MA was trying to fly. He tried for me; he could secure only 
one air seat. PN asked a close friend of his to arrange my seat by taxi on 
concession in his Srinagar - Rawalpindi transport service. He got him to book one 
railway seat for me on the Rawalpindi to Delhi train which was supposed to be the 
next morning. 

PND also got from another friend of his one Mr. Narayan Kaul, the keys to the 
apartment he had rented in Delhi, the place was unoccupied as he was on a holiday 
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trip to Srinagar. PND was confident that I was very well informed and 
knowledgeable to work well and with hard work to prepare for the exam. I had a 
good chance. He also requested his father to help with a loan. This part of the 
requirement was taken over by Parma who got the funding from her father, to 
whom I assured that I would repay the amount borrowed. 

I had too short a time for preparations, I tried to work hard. And I travelled from 
Srinagar in a taxi along with another Kashmiri, a Muslim businessman who was 
going to sell his handicrafts in Delhi. We were good company; he was happy to 
know that I agreed to accommodate him to live with me in Mr. N Kaul’s rented 
apartment. 

We reached Rawalpindi in the evening. The local manager of the Kashmir - 
Rawalpindi transport service had booked my railway ticket. My companion also 
had his ticket for the next morning train from Pindi to Delhi. 

We reached Delhi the next day. The rooms Mr. N Kaul had rented for himself and 
his family were part of a big house which seemed wholly unoccupied except for an 
old lady on the third floor. I told her of NK and that I had his key and also his 
letter. She accommodated us, told us that the times are dangerous and we have to 
be very careful. She asked for my name and my companion’s. I told her his name 
was Shamlal as I had sensed that there was lot of communal tension in the 
atmosphere. 

Next day, I went and appeared for the test. I felt confident, writing the first paper 
English essay. In the afternoon, the paper was some Math problem in which I did 
well. There was one paper on history. I wrote that too. There were two papers for 
the next day. I went back to the residence. During the night I felt sick. I vomited 
and in the morning I could not appear for the test; I felt very frustrated but was 
helpless. So I missed the chance. I kept fasting. By the next day, I felt better and 


146 



stayed back in Delhi for two days to regain strength. During those two days I tried 
to persuade my co traveler to see the Red Fort. He refused, saying that he was not 
feeling comfortable as it was once a great Muslim empire. Then he departed with 
his large baggage of handicrafts. I lost touch with him ever since. I spent a day in 
sight-seeing briefly avoiding the tension ridden areas, caught the train going from 
Delhi to Jammu, where I stayed for two days with a close friend Mr. S N Bhan 
after which I travelled back to Srinagar by bus. 

It would be interesting to mention that I had, once before, applied for ad attempted 
for a competitive test held in J&K for recruitment to what was named as the 
Jammu and Kashmir service. I had earlier met one Mr. Amar Nath Mahal Dar, who 
had just got his MA. We lived in Jammu and started preparing for the exam. He 
became a wonderful friend of mine. Both of us did very well in the test. The 
question papers were set by professors from outside J&K. When the results were 
announced, it was found that four Kashmiri Pandits were on top, three of them 
were Mr. Pushkar Nath Kaul, Mr. Amamath Mahaldar and Mr. MM Wazir. They 
were posted in the civil service. The accounts service and the police service 
respectively. I was told that a fourth Pandit would be one too many. There were 
others Muslims from Kashmir, and Hindu Dogras from Jammu. I don’t know what 
really happened. I was not selected but now after many years, I was selected and 
promoted to the larger service the Indian administrative Service In between the 
years, I lost my valued friend Mr. A N Mahaldar in an air crash together with some 
others of J&K. 

31. Notable Reminiscences of Mr. G. M. Sadiq 
31.1 A Challenging Posting: Director Information 
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One day, the Chief Secretary Mr. P K Dave called me to his office and told me that 
the CM (Mr. G M Sadiq) wanted me to head the department of information, public 
relations and field publicity which included folk music, dramas etc. and involves a 
close working contact with the print media and the central agencies like All India 
Radio, The Door Darshan (India TV), the Ministry of I & B (Information & 
Broadcasting), Government of India etc. The CS said, “The CM wants you to meet 
him today. You better speak to his PA.” I was quite surprised why I should have 
been selected for this job but I thought it might be a challenging assignment. 

I went to meet the CM. On seeing me, he just smiled and said, “I know you must 
be surprised at this posting but I thought I needed you to run the department better, 
than it is now. I will give you some background. He continued to talk while I 
listened attentively. He told me he had noticed the two local Urdu newspapers, the 
very popular ones have been carrying on a very critical propaganda against our 
Government.” I am not averse to criticism. It is part of the democratic process. I 
welcome constructive criticism, it helps government but it has to be based on facts. 
“These two papers pick up some issue and present it in a sarcastic or malicious 
way by exaggerating it with invented interpretation. All this seems to act as a 
vicious attempt to make out a false picture of how the state government is run. 
What is worse, this helps the Pakistan media and one is shocked to find the so 
called 'Azad Kashmir' radio quoting our Srinagar papers in their Kashmiri 
language broadcasts. I called the director of information & asked him to go to 
Srinagar and talk to the two editors and tell them that while constructive criticism 
is welcome such vicious misinterpretations of government actions, based on 
fictitious news is unfair and obviously very wrong.” He continued, “The previous 
director of Information, went to Srinagar and on his return he said the two very 
influential and popular editors of the local Urdu dailies were convinced and they 
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promised to stick to factual news only and comment constructively. But I noticed 
that there was not much improvement and the very unfair criticism continued. 

Then one of the two editors visited Jammu and wanted to meet me. I welcomed 
him and raised the question. I told him that he as well as the other editor had 
promised the state director of information that their comments and news 
presentation would be fair and constructive and based on factual information 
supplied from the department as authentic. He told me that the director of 
information had met him and made a request to write what they liked against the 
government but pleaded that they refrain from criticizing him and his working. I 
was shocked and I decided to change the officer. I thought you would run the 
department ably and fairly. I know this is challenging work for one who does not 
have any journalist background but this is a task for an intelligent and patriotic 
person of administrative experience. I thought of you and wish you good luck.” 

I said “Sir, I feel honored that you have trusted me with a very important 
assignment. I will do my best to rise to your expectations. Since you have been 
meticulously watching the performance of the information department may I, Sir 
make a personal request? I would be happy and not only I, but the department and 
the large number of staff working there would feel honored. I humbly suggest that 
you accept this department as part of your Ministerial portfolio.” CM gave me a 
smile and said, “All right, I will ask Chief Secretary to issue the order” This was 
conveyed to the CS accordingly. 

When I took over, at my request the local representatives of Indian newspapers and 
news agencies came over to my office. I had known many of them, and among 
them was a local able correspondent who represented The London Times and The 
New York Times. Also the Representatives of UNI, PTI, the Central Government 
media, All India Radio, the popular Indian newspapers the Statesman, The 
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Hindustan times, The Indian Express, The Times of India, The Hindu, The Pioneer, 
and The Patriot as also the Hindi and Urdu newspapers paid me a visit. 

I spoke to them briefly over a cup of tea. I told them I had no journalistic 
background but I would look forward to their co-operation with me and my 
experienced staff to come up to the expectations of the CM who is now also the 
Minister for this department. They were quite happy. 

I got into the midst of the details studying the working of the branches of work. 

I took an opportunity to meet the prominent newsmen of Srinagar, the two Urdu 
papers which have a large readership. Without mentioning names I gave them the 
gist of the CM's message. They understood and assured me that they would be 
careful to ensure that their comments could not be used by wrong quarters. As a 
result, I noticed a change in their editorial comments. I had told them that the 
government expected their constructive criticism and respected their helpful 
suggestions but they would not like their editorial comments to help Pakistan radio. 
This argument helped them to understand the gravity of the problem. 

I recall an interesting event during my work as director of Information & Publicity. 
Sitting in my office I received a phone call from the PA to CM (J&K) saying that 
the CM wanted to discuss some matter. I told him I would go straightway and 
present myself. He said the CM is busy but he wants to speak to me on the phone. 
The Chief Minister took the phone and told me “I am sending someone to your 
office whose story and request I want you to listen to attentively and later come 
around and discuss it with me.” He gave me his name and his brief particulars. The 
gentlemen came and met me. He requested that he would talk to me while no one 
else should be present. I agreed. I found that this gentleman, a Kashmiri Muslim, 
had gone over to Pakistan occupied Kashmir where he rose to act as an announcer 
of news and talks from radio Pakistan but after a long stay he felt overwhelmed by 
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some personal tragedies, his young wife’s sudden death leaving his small children 
helpless. He said he had somehow managed to get permission to visit his brother in 
Srinagar whose family had agreed to help him. Now his request was for some job 
to sustain him and his own five children who had become miserable orphans, and 
could not be cared for by him alone. I asked him about his qualifications and 
experience. He told me he used to broadcast news and talks in Kashmiri and Urdu 
from Azad Kashmir radio. I asked him - “So you were the great voice doling out 
the volleys of angry words of hate. He smiled and said “Yes sir that was my job.” 
But now I am transformed. The kind CM here has understood my problem and I 
would be very grateful if you can take pity on me and my growing children. He 
said he would like that his voice not be exposed in the broadcasts from here, but he 
could assist in translating the government press notes and communiques into Urdu 
and also Kashmiri.” 

I told him I would ask my colleague of the press bureau section to give him a test, 
but I added, “You may be surprised to find that our press notes will be based on 
facts, and couched in language with no words of hate but may be sometimes some 
satirical expressions. Our attempt is to emphasize our civilized ways which we 
hope will disinfect the views of hate you had perhaps the uncomfortable duty to 
shout off, day in and day out. I told him of the greatly popular and respected poet 
Mohd. Iqbal whose wise words “ Saray jahan se acha Hindustan hamara, hum 
bulbulain hai iski woh gulstan hamara” Our generation admired this saying of his 
and we lived through this. He felt he was becoming emotional but he assured me 
he was bidding farewell to his earlier duty of broadcasting volleys of hate. 

The gentleman's case was examined by our intelligence department and by the 
Information department colleagues, who found his Urdu and Kashmiri renderings 
of our press notes and communiques of good quality and effective language. He 
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became a useful and fairly honest team member of the State Information 
Department. I met the CM who approved of his inclusion in our team and kept 
watching his work on his reformed state of working. 

I planned to meet the editors of Urdu and Hindi newspapers in Jallander and Delhi, 
where the state information department had established their representative office. 

I went to Jallander. The state information officer in charge appeared quite efficient. 
He had established personal contact with representatives of local Urdu and Hindi 
papers and I noticed he had established a good personal rapport with a number of 
government representatives in this region. He told me that one particular 
gentleman was a very able member of parliament and supporter of Kashmir and 
was now happy that the J&K information department had been taken over by the 
chief Minister for whom he had great personal regard. My information officer 
raised some points about the questions that the local papers had been bothering the 
editors of local papers with, who were quite friendly and patriotic but they were 
not well informed about J&K state. I requested the MPs help for suggesting some 
local journalists whom he would select, who can be invited to meet me in a day or 
two and have a session with them. He suggested the names and they were informed 
by him on my behalf. 

The meeting was held the next day I was introduced by the MP who told them that 
the well known CM of J&K had reshaped the J&K information department by 
putting it under his personal charge and had selected a fresh leadership for the 
department. I requested them to speak of what they suggested. I found that they 
were not well informed of the situation in J&K or the basic policy of the 
Government of India with respect to the relations of J&K state which they thought 
was different than other states of India. They talked of the special provision of 
Article 370 of the Indian constitution. The MP explained the position as a 
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knowledgeable politician. He gave them the background about the accession of 
J&K state to the Indian union and the hostility of our neighboring state, Pakistan. 
They felt satisfied. Then I spoke to them about the suggestions which they had 
made for fuller contact with the J&K information department through background 
papers to be prepared by the department. It was a long and busy day. At the end, 
not unexpectedly, local editors asked for paid advertisements. I had already 
thought of this and had discussed with the members of parliament, besides 
acquainting myself of the situation on this aspect from the well informed 
information officer in Jallander. So I assured them of arranging a number of state 
advertisements in areas where we could help them e.g. tender notices and other 
such advertisements where response was made from outside J&K state. Some, I 
decided on the spot. This was helpful. 

The meeting over tea and snacks was very useful. The gentlemen requested for 
such meetings to be repeated. I agreed. 

As the Director of Information I utilized the opportunity of contact with all the 
reputed editors of prominent papers and agencies. I was able to establish close 
friendly contact with some of them. Although I was not a member of their 
profession, some of these friendships lasted even long after I moved to other 
postings. I used to visit the information centers frequently that the J&K state had 
established; one in Jallander the most important one was in Delhi. The 
departmental officers in charge of these useful centers were good at making 
contacts with the influential and active newsmen. I enlisted myself as a member of 
the press club in Delhi. This was a great help; it widened my contacts with the 
media. Most of the professionals were very friendly and they took keen interest in 
the progress that J&K was making. They needed more help and encouragement. I 
agreed and made a promise of greater and frequent contacts. 
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One particular important event I recall as very impressive was my first meeting 
with the secretary, Government of India, I&B, Mr. Kidwai. He was very able; I 
was becoming aware that he took personal interest in matters concerning the J&K 
state and was always forthcoming with very significant suggestions. I requested an 
appointment with him, while introducing myself as a non-professional, from a non- 
journalistic background, but as an officer from the non-specialist administrative 
worker of experience. He listened with great interest. I told him about some ideas 
that my enlightened boss, the CM Mr. Sadiq had discussed with me, particularly 
about reaching to the common people through the media. My CM was keenly 
looking forward to the establishment of a TV station in Srinagar in which the GOI 
I&B secretary had been taking great interest. Apart from this, the CM had 
expressed the necessity of expanding the process of educating the masses through 
the state field publicity wing and the song and drama division of the I&B ministry 
of GOI. The CM had suggested that this wing of the I&B could introduce a project 
Light and Sound entertainment. This was a comprehensive, lively programme. 
What was in CM Sadiq Sahib's mind was an effective performance of wide public 
entertainment which unravels and emphatically proclaims the proud and precious 
heritage of Kashmir’s Muslims and Hindus who have been expressing devotion to 
our great and highly revered saints jointly. 

Mr. Kidwai was impressed. He said that such shows, if efficiently organized, 
would have great value not only for Kashmir but for the whole of India. The I&B 
ministry, he said, would send the head of the Song & Dance (S&D) wing to 
Srinagar to discuss the plan and arrange to put up a show in Srinagar as early as 
possible. 
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He said he would also plan his own visit to Srinagar to meet Sadiq Sahib, and 
expedite work establishing the planned TV station in Srinagar for which a 
competent officer, Mr. Shankar Shalainder, had already been selected. 

Immediately after I thanked Mr. Kidwai and left his office, the director S&D met 
me and took me to his office. I felt he was an energetic and competent person. We 
discussed the proposed project and he assured me his best. 

On my return from Delhi I informed the CM on what was settled. I told him how 
his message to the I&B Secretary worked, I said I would have to wait for a few 
days before the very busy secretary could find time to see me. But he called me 
immediately and very patiently listened to my submissions and he was very 
appreciative and at once instructed the director of the I&B Ministry's concerned 
(S&D) wing to visit Srinagar and make arrangements to put up the performance as 
you desire. 

What had to be done immediately was to prepare a script for the idea. CM said he 
was assigning this task to a small committee of knowledgeable and competent 
writers, headed by a reputed and experienced artist, Mr. Dina Nath Nadim. CM 
called a meeting of some concerned officers for the next day when the director, 
S&D from I&B ministry would be present. So the script was ready and the director 
S&D started making arrangements to implement the project. 

CM told me he had apprised Sheikh Mohammed Abdullah of this idea and that he 
had appreciated it and he would ask the people to make it a success. 

In a few days, the S&D team was ready and CM inspected the preliminary 
performance in advance, accompanied by some of his colleagues, the State 
Information Department secretary and myself, as also the police chief. He was 
happy and it had come off very well. A public announcement was made. A very 
large crowd attended to witness. The site was the ground at the Hariparvat it 
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became a great public attraction. It demonstrated very effectively the basic 
message of Kashmir’s heritage of synthesis of faith, tolerance and harmony that 
existed and was treasured and encouraged by the Kashmiri Hindus and Muslims 
and which required to be protected from the enemies who were viciously 
conspiring to disrupt and destroy this spirit. 

The program was given the heading - 'Asee ais Ta asee Assav' (We have been 
living here and will continue) The most effective scene which aroused and excited 
the entire crowd of a few thousands mostly local Kashmiri Muslims was the climax 
point was the one brief commonly cited and respected scene. When a baby 
Nooruddin was bom, it would not suck any milk from his mother. This caused 
acute anxiety as the newborn baby would be starving while the family men and 
women were shocked and very worried they got a glimpse of the very popular saint 
Lalleshwari (a Hindu) walking within sight. They ran to her and appealed to her to 
save the baby. She entered the house, took the baby in her lap and said in Kashmiri 
- “Zeni Manda chhok na,Ta Cheni Kyazi Chhuk Mandachaan” which means ‘You 
are not ashamed of being bom in this world, why are you ashamed of drinkii 
(food)’ and the new born baby sucked at Lalla's breast. This every Repetitjon Q f 
recollected. When the baby grew up to become a very great sai( 
revered by Muslims as well as Hindus of Kashmir, who was ret 
the patron saint of Kashmir. To Muslims, and in fact to all KashmiiWtK A just 

o 

the Muslims, he was Sheikh Noor Ud Din Noorani Alamdari Kashmir, the standard 
bearer of Kashmir. Hindus revere him as Nund Rishi. Similar to^aint Lalleshwari, 
bom as Hindu is revered by Muslims. 

Two of her sayings depict the unity and synthesis and harmony. 



Lalded “Shiv chid thali thali rozan 
muvzaan hyund ta musalman 
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trukh ay chukh paan panun parzanaav, 
suy chay sahibas saati zan 

(Shiva almighty God is omnipresent do not distinguish between 
Hindu and Muslim, if you are smart recognize yourself 
That is way to find God”) 

Nund Rishi- (Tas padmaanporich lallay 
Tami galay amrit chavo 
So sani avatar lavlay 
Tithuy mey var ditam divo 

(The Lalla of Padampur (Pampore) was lucky to gulp the drink of 
immortality so she won our adoration as an incarnation of immortal divinity. I pray 
to God to please grant me also the same kind of boon) 

I would like to mention that the central I & B wing of song and drama was headed 
by a professional who had done a lot of talent searching, as he told me. While we 
were holding discussions for the project “ AseeAise and asee aasav ” he called a 
lady member of his professional team. She was lucky to be gifted with a 
wonderfully effective voice which she had been helped to train for professional 
perfection. He added that she had the rare talent of singing songs in languages she 
did not know or speak but one was amazed to find that she rendered the songs in a 
way one could not suspect she did not know the language. He asked her to sing a 
Kashmiri song. All of us who listened were really impressed to see that his claim 
was correct. He said she had no knowledge of Kashmiri but she had been taught 
the meaning of the words and the impact the song made. He told us she could do 
the same for Bengali, Urdu and Hindi and even recitations of Sanskrit Prayers 
besides her own mother tongue. No doubt she was a precious asset for the team. 
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In the information director’s office in Srinagar I found a big room crowded up with 
piles of old newspaper cuttings from newspapers and journals which was a 
collection of quite useful material. I wanted to figure out how to make this useful 
as reference material for writing some informative stories about recent history of 
events and developments in J&K. 

I discussed this with an office colleague and we thought of getting hold of a well 
trained librarian. One person came one day to meet me in my office. He said he 
was a trained librarian. He had a look at the piles of press clippings which had been 
well arranged and could be very useful reference and research material. It also gave 
clues about books and works written about J&K over a long period. Events from 
1947 or 1945 onwards were also featured. The librarian said he would prepare a 
bibliography on Kashmir and utilize this material. That was one use but the 
material was richly useful for any researcher. 

I told him I would consider his request for a job in this department if he assured me 
to prepare a bibliography of Kashmir. 

I raised this problem with the CM in one of his very inspiring meetings with me. 

He said he was thinking of persuading the State Academy of Arts and Culture to 
prepare a dictionary of Kashmiri an encyclopedia type of work. I raised the 
question of utilizing the piles of newspaper clippings huddled up in the directorate 
of the information and I told him of the librarian. He said “Why don't you employ 
him on the job” I said Sir he has submitted an application for the job but I don't 
know how he could just be picked up and appointed. He said he agreed to give his 
approval as a special case and he did so. The gentleman was appointed. While I 
was in the department he told me he was working on his promise for the 
bibliography but when I was moved to a different posting, I lost touch. About 2 
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years after, he showed me a printed copy which I was happy to see. I thanked him. 
Later on he rose to become a professor at Jawaharlal Nehru University Delhi. His 
name was Kul Bhushan Warikoo. 

I told the CM that the Secretary, Central Ministry of I & B would be visiting soon 
and he looked forward to meeting him in particular to discuss about their plan to 
establish a TV station at Srinagar, for which they had already received an approval 
to appoint a Station Director. The CM said he would make himself available. 
Meanwhile he said, “I have been told that some talk has been going on regarding 
the proposed site of the tower, it seems to be inappropriate as the tower will stand 
on an elevation higher than that of the Shankaracharya temple. I said, “Sir, This is 
a meaningless objection. As the lord worshipped in the temple is omnipresent. 
Lalded says “Shiv ha rozan thali thali” i.e. Shiv resides everywhere; more so there 
are numerous temples standing on ground level, around which there are buildings 
standing on a higher grounds and where numerous activities are carried out. You 
can see this even at the Raghunath temple in our city of temples, Jammu.” 

CM said he was amazed that this idea was disturbing a person who is well versed 
in Hinduism and other religious philosophies” He said he had better not reveal his 
name but he would talk this over with him. 

I told the CM that there is a more difficult and serious point that needs to be 
tackled. The Station Director of Srinagar TV station has been told by his engineer 
that TV station Srinagar cannot catch the Pakistan TV shows that are said to be put 
up to entertain people in Kashmir. Whereas, I have been told by some Kashmiri 
Muslim friends that the Pakistan TV shows are visible at many places in Srinagar 
and these are very professional and very effective. I said I was asking the Srinagar 
Station Director to test this personally. It so happened that a respected friend and 
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colleague told me that every day he and his children are keen to switch over to TV 
Pakistan, Lahore station, from where the serials shown are very interesting. I told 
him that the engineer from India TV - Doordarshan, has been emphatic that TV 
Pak programs are not visible in Srinagar due to the obstructions by the mountains 
and forests etc. 

After a few days, the I & B secretary came and met the CM. He too raised this 
point, the state information secretary and I told him that we were testing whether 
this was true. The secretary to G O I, I&B ministry, Mr. Kidwai, came over and 
invited the J&K Secretary for Information and Publicity and myself for a meeting 
being held at the site of the TV tower that had been set up on the Shankaracharya 
hill. When we went there the engineer from the I&B ministry switched on the TV, 
tried to catch TV station Lahore there was no image coming up. He tried again, 
there was no response even the Secretary I&B seemed convinced, but we told him 
that some TV sets in Srinagar get a clear reception of the Pak TV shows. When we 
dispersed, I suggested to my senior officer the state secretary that one of the state 
officers who has been watching TV Lahore should be asked to meet the state 
director TV Srinagar while Secretary, I&B was still in Srinagar. He agreed to do 
so. And I said I would also talk to that officer. So this was settled. 

On our return journey, while driving through Srinagar city with the Secretary I&B, 
myself and the State Secretary Information saw that the road ahead was blocked at 
one point by a large crowd standing outside a local radio TV set owner's shop. 
Before our car driver started turning to another lane, we thought it would be 
necessary to ask someone out of the crowd seeming quietly watching some 
program. We were told that the shop owner of “Solar Radio” had been advertising 
the sale of his TV sets and was demonstrating how interesting and entertaining 
serials are shown on Pak TV. The I&B Secretary got interested and we stopped to 
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have a look. We saw the images coming on the TV were very much visible, though 
there was some disturbance but images came out almost very clear for most of the 
time while we watched for about ten minutes. 

So the I&B Secretary, I was later told by Shailender Shankar, the TV show’s 
Director, Srinagar, that he had been convinced that the I&B engineer was not 
competent enough and was very upset and would see him posted elsewhere. 
Whatever administrative action the I&B took, we found that the problem posed by 
their engineer had been solved and the doubts cleared. This helped Doordarshan to 
compete and also react to Pak TV programs. 

31.2 The Health Department 

I had just arrived at my home in Srinagar after a long tiring road journey from 
Jammu when I saw the official driver of the CM, coming in. He said he had a 
message from the CM, Mr. Ghulam Mohd Sadiq that the CM wants me to meet 
him at 11 am next day at his residence and had asked his driver to take me there 
while taking the car from the State Garage. So the driver told me he would pick me 
up from from my home at 10am. 

Next morning, I reached the CM’s residence. He said “Oh, it is good that you have 
come. Before I can come and talk to you, I have another guest waiting for me, 
meanwhile, you have coffee and make yourself comfortable” I said, “Sir, I will 
wait we can have coffee together once you are available” 

He came and called for coffee and started talking and asking his orderly not to 
allow anyone in till we had finished. So we were to be left undisturbed. 

He started, “You know I posted you in the Health Department expecting you to 
ensure that work goes on smoothly and fair decisions are taken. But I am told some 
“Vocharaf ’ (Kashmiri for topsy turvy) highly unfair decision is being planned. 
Why?” 
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I said, “May I request to know what decision are you referring to?” 

He said, “I am told that a young man has come from America, he claims he is a 
trained dentist and wants to be appointed as an associate professor in our medical 
college.” 

I said, “Sir, I will report to you the facts, the Health Minister was met by one 
prominent gentleman and his wife from Jammu, pleading him to avert a personal 
unfortunate tragedy for them in their advanced age. 

“They said their only son had gone to America, got trained in dentistry, married an 
American girl & now wants to settle there. 

“They appealed to the Health Minister to appoint this young man in the state 
medical college where there are posts available. The Minister was moved; he asked 
me to prepare a proposal from him seeking cabinet sanction to his appointment. 
“Sir, I told him we have to have his application and details of his qualification and 
his practical experience has to be verified by the principal of Medical College. I 
will discuss this with the principal and prepare the draft proposed.” I told the CM, 
“Sir, no decision has yet been taken, the Minister seems keen, but the Principal has 
to be satisfied that the young man is qualified and suitable.” 

CM said, “Do you know that when the Health Minister’s proposal reaches me for 
the cabinet decision, I will reject it”. 

I said, “Sir, you have the authority to take a fair decision, as you please.” The CM 
somehow felt that I was not satisfied and he asked me, “It seems you have to say 
something more.” 

I said, “Yes Sir, if I am permitted to say what I feel”. 

CM said, “So let me listen”. 

I said, “I will discuss the matter fully with Principal, Medical College and a 
proposal will be submitted for the orders of the cabinet, on the Minister’s 
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suggestion. 

“But I have just have one feeling about the rejection, what if he has the required 
qualification and experience. I would submit that as I know you have selected a 
cabinet which you announced was a cohesive cabinet. You persuaded one senior 
colleague not to be in the cabinet but attend to party work, and the ministry is just 
two months old. Rejection of the proposal from the colleague chosen by you to 
make the cabinet a cohesive one, will be known widely and people will start 
talking sarcastically: “Oh, this is a cohesive cabinet”. 

The CM smiled and said “but I still hold this unfair - we have to be fair to our 
local working doctors who have to be given a chance. 

I said: “Sir, I was coming to that solution. I had an occasion to discuss with the 
Principal the position of filling vacancies in various departments of the Medical 
College. We looked at the lists of local doctors. The principal agreed with me that 
we should give them a chance. I remember that in the specialty of dentistry we 
have two experienced, able and popular doctors. What we could do would be to put 
them and this young man, if he is properly qualified, on probation against the posts 
of Assistant Professors, on the condition that they qualify within the next two 
years.” 

The CM was satisfied and thanked me. He said, “I agree; go ahead. I trust you and 
appreciate your arguments. Thanks. I am happy. I notice we will appoint two from 
Kashmir and one from Jammu. That is fine.” 

The PM, Mrs. Gandhi visited Kashmir several times and addressed large crowds at 
various places. One such meeting was arranged at Handwara a district town distant 
from Srinagar. A large crowd had collected from surrounding villages and the 
weather was fine. I sent my deputy to the venue earlier with our team of 
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cameramen and others. I got into a car provided by the government. Two 
newspaper correspondents accompanied me, also an office orderly. The driver, 
well trained and experienced, seemed quite good, I did not have any personal 
experience of him as a driver but he was well spoken of by the state transport 
department who had allotted duties to them. We noticed that he seemed to be 
excited and was looking forward to be part of the audience for the VVIP PM's 
speech. On the way while we were expecting to reach the venue of the meeting in 
another half an hour when the driver lost control over his car and took a sharp and 
sudden turn into a lane, and drove straight into a wall. The car was badly damaged 
and the passengers were thrown out. A crowd of passersby gathered to help. I saw 
the two passengers, the driver and the orderly frightened and in shock. Looking 
with anxiety at their bleeding wounds I thought I had escaped safe. I caught sight 
of some who recognized me and they came to help. I accompanied the wounded 
men, got in touch with a doctor of the local health centre where the doctor treated 
them with first aid, stopped the bleeding, assured us they did not seem to have any 
fractures. I was trying to look for a taxi for all of us to go back to Srinagar and 
have them examined by a Radiologist. The local health centre did not have a 
working X-ray machine, while I was moving around thinking only of my wounded 
companions the Doctor sighted a little streak of blood coming from my head and 
rushed me back to the health centre to examine and deal with it. He stopped the 
blood oozing from a couple of wounds. We got a taxi which drove us to the main 
hospital in Srinagar where a detailed exam was arranged. All of us were required to 
stay in the hospital for 3 or 4 days till we were cleared. 

Mrs. Gandhi had been informed that we were safe and were taken to the Srinagar 
hospital. She sent her attending physician and her information and broadcasting 
officer attached to the PM on duty. They visited us, met us the first day, then they 


164 



visited again next day. They said the PM was feeling concerned and felt relieved 
when told we were all safe and recovering. We felt touched by this human gesture 
by the very busy VVIP. I asked the Information Officer about the public meeting. 
He told me it was a great success; a very large crowd of peasants, poor villagers 
had attended from villages around besides the CM and other state VIP, Mr. 
Bhagwan Sahay, the Governor of J&K came to visit us. He looked at the heavily 
destroyed car and with a sense of shock said, “Bakaya, I am sure you have been 
saved and spared alive just by some heavenly miracle.” 

As the CM Mr. Sadiq had desired, I was keen to ensure greater mention of J&K 
state’s positive development stories in the largely circulated national papers and 
journals. CM thought we should be able to enlist the editor of the very popular and 
widely read weekly magazine, The Illustrated Weekly, hence, he should be 
contacted. An opportunity arose when Mr. Rafiq Zakaria, an important and 
influential politician from the All India Congress Party and his family were visiting 
Kashmir as tourists. Mrs. Zakaria was a very energetic and able assistant editor of 
the Illustrated Weekly. The couple met the Chief Minister who in turn called me 
and the State Secretary of the Department to raise the subject of J&K in the 
Illustrated Weekly. Mrs. Zakaria was helpful. It was decided that the weekly 
magazine would agree to publish informative articles in three separate sections of 
the journal publishing positive facts of development in the three regions of J&K 
one each for Kashmir, Jammu & Ladakh. These sections would be integral parts of 
the regular journal. 

The articles by journalists and other knowledgeable writers were collected and 
published in the special sections. The issues on Kashmir and Ladakh were well 
received by the wider readership. But a problem arose on the issue about Jammu 
region. The first article in that issue written by well known and sensible journalists 
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one from Jammu and another from Kashmir included a sentence saying that the 
common reputation of the Dogras among the non-dogras was that Dogras were 
‘dangars ’ (Asses). This enraged the Dogras, one of whom in Delhi had noticed that 
and had spoken to some prominent Dogra in Jammu on the phone. The story 
spread and a large crowd went to the news agent or ‘Rainas’ in the Jammu market 
to protest and not to sell the copies. The manager got frightened on seeing the 
anger of the crowd and he rang me up. I asked him to comply and not distribute the 
printed copies that he would otherwise distribute through his runners as usual. He 
told me he had about twelve hundred copies. I assured him that he would not incur 
any loss as would get orders from the department to pay him the costs. I went to 
see the Chief Secretary (CS), Mr. N. Mukerjee and told him that the sense of 
humor exhibited by two of our bright writers has caused trouble and that I had 
ordered to stop the circulation. The CS laughed at the joke but approved of the 
payment and promised that the news agency would be compensated. 

During my time as Director of Information and Publicity, one Professor 
T. N. Raina from Khadakwasla, Pune, who had visited Kashmir, met me. He told 
me that he had prepared a history of Kashmiri poetry but did not have the money to 
get it published, nor any agency to sell copies. I had a look at the manuscript. 

It was an authentic record of poems written by very popular Kashmiri poets during 
a crucial time of Kashmir’s current history. I found this very well organized, the 
original Kashmiri poems in the English script on each page, while the facing page 
had the English version, which was done very well by him. I told him I would 
arrange his meeting with the CM Mr. GM Sadiq and seek his help. 

I apprised the CM of this valuable find. He felt very interested and I took Mr. 

Raina along to meet the CM. When he saw the manuscript he spent an hour or 
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more reading through some Kashmiri poems by poets he knew personally and had 
been encouraged and appreciated by him as a sponsor of the progressive writers of 
J&K. 

I suggested that Prof Raina needed help to have the book published and sponsored 
and I added that it could be embellished and elevated if CM agreed to write a 
foreword for it. He smiled and said he was impressed. He dictated the foreword 
and with his active help the book was published titled, ‘An Anthology of Modem 
Kashmiri Verse (1930-1960)’ with a foreword from Mr. G M Sadaq 25 Aug 1971. 
The author acknowledged a grant of subsidy by J&K Academy of Culture and 
Languages for printing the book. Printed at Poona (Now Pune) Prof T N Raina has 
been in the national defense academy later on. In 2002 he authored another book, 
‘A History of Kashmiri Literature’ Published by Sahitya Academy, Rabindra 
Bhavan, and 35 Feroz Shah Road, New Delhi. 

Mr. Sadiq died of kidney failure while he was being treated in a Chandigarh 
hospital. After Mr. Sadiq’s demise, Mr. Mir Qasim assumed charge as CM J&K; 
he also held the Information portfolio. I continued to work under him till my term 
of departure from that posting. He visited almost all the districts in the state in a 
whirlwind tour and took me along. He was very nice and kind as a boss and I 
found him very considerate and treated me particularly well, almost as an 
affectionate friend. I had the privilege and opportunity to visit almost all the 
district headquarters. Some I had visited earlier on my own official inspection 
tours. The only district HQ I could not visit was Ladakh, as the date of his 
scheduled visit to Ladakh clashed with the wedding date of my daughter. He came 
to know of this and changed the date. He told me he would attend the wedding 
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function personally and go to Ladakh later, which he did. I felt deeply touched and 
grateful. 

As Director of Information and Publicity I enjoyed the opportunity of tours all over 
the J&K state, apart from New Delhi, Bombay (now Mumbai), Amritsar, 

Jullunder, and Calcutta (now Kolkata). As a part of CM's tour I also got to visit 
some of the more backward regions of J&K. The visits were very informative and I 
had a feeling that an immense amount of work was needed to improve the 
conditions. The CM addressed large receptive audiences who listened patiently and 
with hope. But the gaps between intentions and ability to achieve were massive. It 
would need a lot of time, large scale of funds, good planning along with hard 
working, honest and efficient workers. 

Along with Qasim sahib I visited Rajouri, Poonch, Mendhar, Kalakot, Bhadrawah, 
Kishtawar, Riyasi, Mahore, Gool Gulabgad, Udhampur, Kathua, Basohli, 

Hiranagar some other interior areas of the Jammu region. We also visited places in 
the Kashmir region including north and south Anantnag, Verinag, Pahalgam, 
Taagmarg, Gulmarg, Baramulla, Sopore, Handwara, Bandipur, Karnah, Gurez etc 
and realized the huge magnitude of the problems that were being tackled. The tide 
of rising expectations demanded lot more effort and ambitious development plans, 
huge funds, honest and competent implementation, and peaceful conditions. 

As a director of Information I availed of the opportunity of visiting all the districts 
of the J&K state where district information officers had been working. I found that 
while these officers were trying to do their best, they were handicapped by lack of 
adequate funds. In consultation with my colleagues in the head office we drafted 
our plan proposals to seek enhanced grants of funds. We thought that the Union 
Minister for Planning, Mr. D P Dhar being a former Minister of J&K state would 
be helpful and sympathetic, though I knew he would not be partial. It so happened 
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that he was a very kind boss of mine while he was the Minister in J&K, and 
whenever I visited Delhi he would give me the opportunity of meeting him either 
at his residence or in his office. The senior officers in the Planning Commission on 
seeing me around with their Minister gave me an opportunity to get introduced 
with the concerned bureaucrats. Without bothering the Minister, I thought this 
opportunity would help the J&K state to elicit more sympathetic and generous 
treatment. The bureaucratic levels at the Central Government were always very 
considerate and helpful. I discussed this with our state planning commissioner and 
mobilized his support for my plan for the department of information. 

This did work in our favor to some extent. In fact, I was able to get some useful 
suggestions from the officer in the Central Planning Commission who was 
concerned with the central I&B ministry. In short, we succeeded somewhat in 
getting a better deal. This helped me in the state information department. I was 
able to upgrade many of the older officers who had got stuck at lower salaries. This 
advantage was utilized for all the wings of the department like field publicity, the 
photo section and the press and public relations section. I noticed that the very 
presence of a J&K Minister as union Planning Minister was almost a natural 
advantage for the J&K state plan as a whole. 

32. Tough task: Recognition of Medical College Srinagar 

While I was working in the Health Department of the State Secretariat, I noticed 
that in the Medical College in Srinagar, students from its first year’s batch were 
now in their final year and they would soon be qualified doctors ready to work. 

But, our college of medicine was still not recognized by the Medical Council of 
India. The principal discussed this grave situation. I submitted the matter to the 
Health Minister. He spoke to the Chief Minister who asked him to send me to 
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explain the case to him and suggest the solution. I took the principal along and 
apprised the CM of the situation, who in return said that he would raise the matter 
with the Central Health Minister. He asked us to take his letter and meet the 
Central Goverment health ministry officials. We went to Delhi and met the Central 
Minister who listened to our problem, called a meeting with her Health Secretary. 

It was decided that the President of the Medical Council of India should be asked 
to visit Srinagar, inspect the college and decide on the request for recognition .The 
Minister felt this should have been decided in good time earlier. 

Back in Srinagar the task of preparing the papers started. The head of the Medical 
council arrived along with his personal secretary; he was treated as a state guest, as 
was appropriate. He was to visit the college and make an inspection and also visit 
some hospitals affiliated with the college. The principal and his staff took him 
round and helped him in a detailed inspection. Then he was taken to Gulmarg for a 
day’s sightseeing visit. He chose to have a look at the Chest Diseases hospital at 
Tangmarg, the base from where the road winds up to Gulmarg. 

He spent some time at Tangmarg and then proceeded to visit Gulmarg. After his 
Tangmarg visit was over, I called the doctor in charge and asked him how the visit 
to his hospital went. He told me -’’The visit to Chest Diseases hospital was 
satisfactory and that he said we were doing well but he just made a remark which 
is ‘worrying’ I asked ‘what remark?” He said the Chairman of the Medical Council 
while talking to his personal secretary asked him, “Puri, Do you recall any other 
place where we found such a messy situation as we found at Srinagar Medical 
College. I don’t know how it can be recognized.” I felt alarmed and I approached 
the CM (Mr. G. M. Sadiq) about this. The principal of the Srinagar medical college 
had been asked some tough questions which he was unable to answer satisfactorily. 
He said the medical council Chairman showed him statement of norms for 
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requirements that medical colleges of various sizes were to adhere to, the size and 
arrangement of class rooms, the number of teachers, the library, the equipment etc. 
for medical colleges admitting 30-60 students or 100 students and so on. 
According to these norms the senior college should be having 30 admissions. It 
had more than 200 and the staff, the equipments etc. were too small. It is a wonder 
how the teaching and training can be?” The CM understood the problem. The 
admissions had been made by his predecessor under political pressure ‘he said - 
“We will have to tackle the problem. Let the Chairman meet me and we will 
discuss; maybe he comes up with a solution.” 

Next day CM invited the Chairman Medical Council to visit Drapahama guest 
house at Dachigam for dinner. This place used to be a special pleasure resort of the 
Maharaja who ruled Kashmir before 1947. 

The dinner was attended by the Health Minister, the Chief Secretary, Home 
Minister and some senior officers, a total of about 20 or so. It had been well 
arranged and professionally organized by the state hospitality department. 

Everyone was happy. 

Next day, the principal of the college and I went to meet the chairman and we told 
him that CM would be keen to meet him at his (the Chairman’s) convenience 
before his departure for Delhi. The meeting was fixed. Only the CM and the 
chairman along with his Private Secretary were present. The principal, the state 
health secretary and I who were in the adjacent room were called in after a while. It 
was decided that our problems will be left to the Union Health Minister to advise a 
solution after the chairman meets and apprises her of the short comings and also 
the possible corrective measures. This task was started. The principal and I were 
asked to visit Delhi and work out details with the central ministry officials. 
Decisions were taken by the central health ministry, the medical college Srinagar 
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needed expansion to fulfill the norms prescribed by the ministry. They issued an 
order saying that the Medical Council of India recognized the Medical College 
Srinagar. Plans for expansion to scale required and funds were also provided. This 
great decision was a big relief to us. 

33. My extra duties as Inspector General, Prisons 

While in the state home department I had been given some additional 
responsibilities like civil liaison with Indian army and liaison for commissions of 
enquiry. My latest additional job was the position of Inspector General, State 
Prisons. This was quite a different field. I tried to study the department The IG 
Prisons had a small office. I met the staff. The first point I noticed was that the 
J&K state had been using the Punjab jail manual, used by the British. I thought 
J&K should have its own manual as the Punjab one was long outdated. I had a 
meeting with the Superintendent of the jail in Jammu. I was told that one of the 
problems for the jail was the large number of under trials. People jailed for minor 
offences awaiting trial in courts which were over-worked could not find time to try 
them. It happened to create very sad situations. Some of these prisoners were 
arrested for minor offences which, if tried, could have punished them with jail 
sentences for one year at most but some of them had been in jail for years awaiting 
trial. I arranged for the release of some such cases. 

A exceptionally tragic case that came to my notice was of an under trial prisoner 
who had been in jail for more than 20 years. 

If he had got a turn to be tried in court, his offence was minor and he could have 
been punished for jail for six months or at the worst for one year. 

When he was released he went to meet his family in the house they had lived. That 
house was not there; his family members could not be traced. Nobody in that area 
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knew anything about them so he returned to the jail, pleaded with the 
superintendent to be kind to him and retain him to the jail. It so happened that the 
All India Radio in the state had been inviting state officers to broadcast some of 
their experiences for public notice. I was given an opportunity and I talked about 
this case. I was called by the CM who had listened to my talk and felt interested. 

He was surprised when I told him it was a true story not fiction. I pleaded that the 
Government should take notice and find solutions. Meanwhile I told him that the 
Jammu jail had a vacancy and this particular man was being retained as an 
employee. 

Then I brought the problems to the notice of the Chief Secretary who took interest 
and a committee of appropriate officers was constituted to examine a wide range of 
prison problems and advise measures to set matters right. 

33.1 Protest Agitation 

While this was being pursued we got involved in a situation which required our 
entire attention the whole time. 

Some leaders from Jammu stirred an agitation which continued to escalate from 
day to day. A group of people would gather at a public place and a leader would 
speak about policy of discrimination against Jammu people. The police would try 
to disperse them, arrest a few ring leaders. Next day a larger crowd would gather 
and more people would be arrested. Every other day more and more people would 
be arrested. Population of the inmates in the jails saw a sudden increase and the 
jailer had to make arrangements for them. The police reacted in a routine manner. I 
tried to study the problem. I asked people if there was any particular instance of 
discrimination that had triggered the protest which led them to become angrier and 
more forceful day after day. After inquiring I discovered that a small mistake by 


173 



the Food Department was the basic cause which was being exaggerated and 
generalized. 

The state received food from the Food Corporation of India. Quantities according 
to requirements were loaded in trucks, some for Jammu and some for Srinagar. The 
State Government subsidized the price to the extent of the freight charges. While 
Srinagar receipts got the total subsidy of freight from Amritsar to Srinagar, the 
Jammu receipts got subsidy of freight from Pathankot to Jammu (a distance of 
about 108 kms), instead of Amritsar to Jammu. The difference was small but it was 
evident. I thought this could have been an unintentional omission by a lower level 
official but the higher authorities were perhaps not aware. I discussed this matter 
with the Health Minister in charge of jails. He said he would raise it with CM. The 
Health Minister got sick and had to be hospitalized for surgery. I got his 
permission to take an opportunity to bring this to the notice of the Chief Minister 
among other subjects. I sought an interview; CM was busy with the assembly 
session but I requested it was a very urgent matter. He called me and listened 
patiently. I said the mistake was correctly discovered and identified by me. Should 
it be rectified, the discrimination would disappear. He agreed to discuss this 
immediately with the Food Minister. He was convinced that the identification of 
the omission was more or less correct but the people protesting had been raising 
other matters and widening the scope of their agitation. So he said we had to think 
more about the solution and dispel the impression of total discrimination as a 
policy. It would take a few days to think about the strategy. 

Meanwhile, I noticed that larger crowds came over to get detained. These included 
a large number of women, some old and sickly too. The jail was getting too 
crowded. Some other places had to be declared as additional jails. Beddings, 
utensils, food provisions in bulk had to be purchased. The Health Minister was 
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recouping from a surgery for gall bladder stones. But he was very cooperative. I 
persuaded him to call a meeting of concerned officers from food supplies, finance, 
and medical and police department to constitute one or two purchase committees 
which would be authorized to purchase from the market. The medical department 
looked after the health of detainees and food etc. The minutes of the Ministers’ 
meetings and of orders were recorded and signatures obtained. 

The police suggested to CM that the president of the Jammu Praja Parishad (PP) 
party should also be put under arrest. I suggested he should be treated as a special 
class detainee , to be available for discussion with government. This was done. A 
small house was made available and declared a special jail. I met him personally to 
see that, he, an elderly and publicly respected political leader, was not too 
uncomfortable in government custody. I tried to find his favorite foods, just lentil 
soup and bread, very little quantities of rice. Well cooked vegetables, less spices 
and salt no tea no smoking but a glass of warm but boiled milk. I discovered he 
would like eleven almonds along with his glass of milk. I agreed on all this. He 
was impressed particularly at the eleven almonds in his glass of milk; he told me 
so. I told CM that my idea to keep him in a separate place was to avoid the fiery 
members of his party to incite him by feeding him with exaggerated information; I 
meant to make it possible for the CM to discuss the situation with him and find a 
solution to end the agitation. I discussed this plan with IGP, DIG, CID and home 
secretary who had concurred. The CM appreciated this. 

Meanwhile, one member of his Praja Parishad (PP) party who was a member of the 
state legislative assembly also offered himself for arrest and came to the central 
jail. I talked to him about the arrangement made for the large number of detainees. 

I persuaded him to preside over a committee to help the jail staff to ensure that 
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food was safe and also, the sanitation and health aspects. He agreed. The jail doctor 
also was put on the committee for checking food. 

One day while I had gone home at lunch time and was about to have my lunch, I 
got a phone call from a senior PP leader, he said, “The detainees in the jail are 
becoming sick, one by one. We have sent some to the hospital but your immediate 
presence is essential here.” He spoke in anger. I rushed and visited the jail inmates. 
Meanwhile, I had called the Director of Health and the hospital superintendent and 
also the District Commissioner (DC) of Jammu. We went to meet the people inside 
the jail; it was found that they had persuaded the food committee to allow some 
L khoya' for preparing some sweet dish. The khoya had to be fresh but the supply 
was stale and the doctors said that was the cause of the stomach upset cases among 
those who had eaten the sweet dish. About twenty sick detainees were in hospital; 
they were being treated and getting better. It was found that the supply of khoya 
was not checked properly. The MLA who was the president of the food committee 
said to us that it was a genuine mistake; that the supply was allowed by the 
committee. So the crisis was averted. 

Meanwhile, we were able to persuade the CM to discuss the situation with the 
President of the Praja Parishad party, Mr. Prem Nath Dogra who was also a special 
detainee. A solution was found to mutual satisfaction in a joint meeting held by the 
CM with Mr. Dogra assisted by his party colleagues. 

While all the officers were sitting outside the room where the CM was talking to 
the PP party members, I took the time to draft an announcement to be broadcasted, 
got it typed out and ready for the CM to see and read it in the meeting. This was in 
conformity with the decision. The CM used the draft announcement, made some 
small alterations. It was agreed the initial mistake would be corrected. 
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This was broadcasted on the radio during the main and evening bulletin of news 
and repeated several times, announcing clearly and emphatically that the agitation 
was withdrawn by the party. 

As an offshoot, an attempt was made by some interested people to complain to the 
vigilance officers of the rush of prison purchases. The most feared member of 
Vigilance Committee called me; I showed him the minutes of the meeting and 
Health Minister’s authorization and explained the especially abnormal situation. 

He agreed to ignore it, as he appreciated that no objectionable act had been 
discovered. 

34. Other Responsibilities: 

Besides the range of administrative activity I had the opportunity to be associated 
with, I was picked up for civil liaison jobs. All these were my additional 
assignments of work besides my regular departmental duties. One such additional 
duty was a Liaison Officer for liaison between the civilian government and the 
army which meant contacts with senior army officers. I was also picked up to liaise 
with some very important commissions of enquiry that the Government set up. One 
of these very significant ones was with the Raja Gopal Iyengar commission to 
enquire about complaints of corruption against a former J&K State Chief Minister. 
The commissioner, a retired judge of the Supreme Court of India was a very 
austere personality. I had to ensure that he had all the cooperation of the 
administrative machinery and I had to be in contact with him and the current CM. I 
was happy the judge was satisfied with my assistance whenever he called me. He 
and his wife showed me a lot of kind regard and appreciation. 

A few other examples of commission are the Kohli enquiry commission and 
another one headed by Mr. R Dayal concerned with law and order problems. 
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I tried to do my best on all these delicate jobs which needed a degree of caution 
and consideration along with alert attention to ensure that all necessary facilities 
were made available to them to enable these to do justice to these sensitive jobs. 

In respect of the RG commission on complaints against a former CM of J&K, I 
noticed that the Time magazine took notice of its findings and report and made 
some interesting comments on the influence of close relatives of the people in 
positions of power in most Asian countries. 

35. Health Department Working General 

I would like to record the pleasant time I spent while working with the Health 
Department and trying to help solve urgent problems. The important doctors 
concerned included the principal Medical College Prof Gujral, Dr Saligram Kaul, 
Dr Naidu Director Health services and Dr. Ali Jan, all of them became my valued 
guides and personal friends too. 

Dr. Ali Jan, the very popular and able physician with a roaring practice was a 
personal friend and doctor of Mr. D P Dhar, the Minister and he had lot of regard 
for me. One day he told me of the case of one of his patients. He said he found that 
while the patient was responding well to his treatment, the laboratory tests did not 
reflect any improvement. So he wanted to check and joined by Dr S Kaul, he took 
an additional phial of the patient’s blood so he could have this tested in his 
presence and also of the doctor in charge of the lab. While he and Dr Kaul were 
going up the stairs leading to the lab they overheard a conversation between two 
technicians in the lab. One of them said “Well, I am now tired of writing positive 
reports for quite a large number of patients, for the rest of the bundles about 50.1 
will write the test reports as negative; where is the time to test.” Both Doctors 
entered the lab. The Doctor in charge was not there. So the doctors surprised the 
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two technicians and asked them in anger “What do you mean?” They were silent 
but then said “Sir, We are flooded with so much work, we cannot do justice. We 
realize we are not doing our duty honestly. Please take pity on us, do not penalize 
us.” Dr. Ali Jan got his patient’s blood sample tested in his presence. This reflected 
the successful effect of his treatment. But the two doctors realized that the problem 
was very genuine. There were many such instances. 

I discussed the matter with my senior colleague, the Health Secretary, and 
appraised the minister. The CM had also heard of many problems in the working. 
He decided he would make a surprise inspection along with the Health Secretary 
and me. We found quite a lot of problems, for instance the utensils used for 
cooking food for patients, were rusted and required to be replaced. The serving 
plates were not clean. The CM made some decisions on the spot. The kitchen 
utensils, the plates were at once replaced by stainless steel, as also plates and 
glasses. The normal practice of routine cleaning was made thorough and sanitary 
after this. The Minister called a meeting to take stock. Funds were arranged and 
sudden inspections were made a routine ritual. The procedure for procurement of 
food was revised. The contractors needed to be changed and some who acted as 
middlemen who would ‘please’ the hospital kitchen workers were also removed. 
The procurement channel was made competitive so that the monopoly for just one 
was changed. 

As for the testing lab staff, the strength of the technicians was substantially 
enhanced and the hands of the head of the testing lab were strengthened. He would 
be able to cross-check so that the test reports became real guides rather than 
imaginative works, which was obviously harmful. 

The Minister took the revitalization of the department further. I had been 
discussing with the Director of Health Service, Dr. Naidu, about the practice in 
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modern hospitals for monitoring the results of hospital units’ efforts in the 
preventive and curative fields. Some steps were introduced but we did not have the 
trained staff for this essential work. However, the idea got introduced. 

36. Srinagar Medical College - Borrowed Staff Replacement Stage 

For starting the Medical College in Srinagar, the State Government had secured 
most of the teaching staff from outside the state including the Principal. The State 
Medical Department had a number of medical graduates and lecturers who 
possessed years of practical experience and were very popular. There were other 
freshly qualified and trained MBBS doctors wanting to get Post Graduate (PG) 
degrees in various specialties. Many of them were taken up for PG training by 
highly qualified professors of the Srinagar medical college. Some were being 
trained at colleges outside J&K State, from where they had graduated. The 
principal of Srinagar Medical College planned to utilize J&K post graduates when 
they completed their MDs to take up the post of teachers, so that the staff on 
deputation from outside could be replaced, as their deputation was for a temporary 
period. The local doctors who were qualified graduates with long years of 
experience of satisfactory record made a representation that they should also be 
given the opportunity to get post-graduate training and be considered for teaching 
posts. The principal was sympathetic and he discussed the plan with the State 
Health Department. The Health Secretary and I explained this to the new Health 
Minister and a proposal was submitted to the cabinet for approval. The Health 
Secretary and I secured an opportunity to acquaint the CM, Sadiq Sahib, about the 
plan. He had agreed in principle and wanted to discuss and decide action in a 
cabinet meeting. When the proposal was included in the cabinet agenda and was 
taken up for decision I was called by the CM to explain in detail. While I was 
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doing so, I came to the part of the proposal to give an opportunity to fresh 
graduates to get post-graduate qualifications. The former Health Minister started 
reminding me about a relative of his and asking me in whispers whether he was 
included. I had quietly signaled a “yes” to him. The CM overheard the former 
Health Minister and suddenly turned to him angrily, “Well I thought you are in the 
cabinet, as a caretaker of the state as a whole and not only of one family and that 
too of a personal relation.” I thought it was time for me to quit the unpleasant scene 
since I had finished my task of explaining the details of the proposal. I sought 
permission to leave the Ministers to settle. The CM asked me to stay on. I felt 
embarrassed at the outburst of angry remarks and I noticed that Mr. Dhar, hearing 
this too, absented himself. CM asked me some questions which I answered. The 
cabinet approved of the planned proposal to replace the outside teaching staff in 
stages.” 

36.1 Promotion of experienced licentiate Doctors 

The Health Minister then mentioned to the CM that he had met a delegation of 
people who were practicing as compounders or dispensers but had learnt some 
basic facts so they were practicing as auxiliary helpers to the doctors. They 
examined the patients, noted down their problems to facilitate the work of the 
doctors in treating them and prescribe the curing medicines. They claimed that they 
had been acting like this for years, working and learning from very senior and well 
reputed doctors. Some like highly reputed ones such as Dr Never and others from 
the missionary hospitals. They claimed that they had earned the trust of poor 
patients whom they advised correct treatment as preliminary cure. Many patients 
got well but if they needed attention they were referred to their senior doctors who 
took them up. In fact, they claimed they had been practicing as junior health care 
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helpers and because of their long years of training and practical experience and 
popularity among the poor patients, they needed to be given proper recognition. 

The Health Minister had wanted the Health Secretary and me to discuss the matter 
with the Director of Health Services and find a solution. We held a few meetings 
with the Director of Health. Some doctors were not in favor of any official 
recognition but the Director seemed sympathetic and proposed that those who had 
been successfully practicing for ten or more years should be registered as health 
care helpers, dispensers of the treatment under directions and advice of qualified 
doctors, licentiate doctors (L.M.P.) or graduates in medicine (MBBS). 

The Health Minister discussed the case with the CM, Sadiq Sahib, who understood 
and sympathized with the large number of useful, technical workers and the 
proposal was approved. They got registered. 

I recall an instance which I thought would be relevant in order to throw some light 
on the problem. A friend of mine, a qualified government employed doctor 
(MBBS) requested help to be posted near Srinagar to be able to look after his ailing 
parents. This was done by Director Health. After two months, he came back to 
seek the favor of his earlier posting in the Srinagar hospital, rather than outside 
Srinagar as an independent doctor in charge of primary health centre - a mini 
hospital which is located in a rural area. 

I understand why he said that. When he was in the private health centre, the 
patients would bypass him and seek appointment with ‘doctor sahib’ They had 
faith and trust in the junior auxiliary helper who was supposed to be subordinate. 

37. Premonitions and Visions of sorrowful events 

There was a short period in my life when I got some visions of events before they 
happened. I was sometimes puzzled and at times amused. But some of these were 
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very unsettling. Once Parma and I were walking on the street outside the Raghu 
Nath temple in Jammu, a Kashmiri Pandit greeted me and asked me for help and 
said he wanted money to pay for the bus to Srinagar as his mother was said to be 
seriously ill in their home in Srinagar. I was inclined to give him the amount 
required. The bus fare was a small amount. I could even have arranged to get him a 
free lift. But I thought that would take time to arrange. While I was thinking about 
it I got a vision, the figure of an old lady appeared before my eyes. She said, 
“Please don’t believe his story. I am alright here in Jammu living with him. He is 
not going to Srinagar.” I was confused but I did not believe this. I asked the man if 
he could wait for a day. I could arrange a free lift for him the day after. He said 
‘yes’. I thought the story about the seriously ill mother was an excuse to get some 
money. I thought for a while and decided to hand over some small amount. He was 
happy and he ran away. Next day I saw him again but he did not approach me. In 
fact he saw me but avoided to come near me. 

Even in Jammu the months of December and January are cold and we had to use 
some heating arrangements. We used ‘ sagries ’ - metal baskets full of burning coals 
in our offices. But these needed caution. We had to avoid being too near it to save 
ourselves from the gas emanating from the burning coal. I was intending to stay on 
for an hour or so to clear off some pending tasks and was trying to adjust the sagri 
that my attendant had placed near my seat. I needed my assistant also to stay on. 
So I called him and suggested this. He said he would be grateful if he could be 
allowed to leave as he had a guest waiting for him at home and he wanted to take 
the guest to visit some important temples in Jammu, which is called the city of 
temples. I was not happy but I appreciated his reason. While I was deciding what 
to do I turned towards him I saw his face covered in a shroud like cover for the 
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dead. I was frightened. I looked again and saw his normal face. I was confused and 
I told him, “Well, I think you should leave and attend to your guest. I will also 
leave after about 15 to 20 minutes, after I ensure that the sagri is extinguished and 
the office locked securely by the orderly."So he left. But the picture of his face in a 
shroud had shaken me. I did not know what it meant but the sense of fear and 
fright lingered. I tried to avoid that picture. I engaged the orderly in some talk on 
the weather and took hurried steps while I was walking through a lane which had 
to be crossed in order to reach the main road leading to my residence, I saw one of 
my office assistants running through the lane. I called him and asked why he was 
running. He stopped and started crying, he said, ‘Wariku’ has met an accident, he 
was walking through this lane, a heavy army truck also tried to pass through the 
lane. The truck was too loaded and it had to scrape through. Wariku tried to climb 
to the wall but the truck rushed through without noticing him and he was injured. 
Now he has been rushed to the hospital. I am running to look him up at the 
hospital.” Wariku was the assistant who was attached to help me in the office and 
he was the one whose face I saw covered in a shroud. 

I felt very anxious and told him. “You go to the hospital. I will reach there too”. 

I went to my residence. My wife Parma had known Wariku’s wife and heard about 
the accident, so both of us rushed to the hospital. I was told by the attending doctor 
that the young man has been crushed. It seems very difficult he can survive. I went 
in to the room where he was lying. The picture of his shrouded face came in my 
view again. After struggling for a few hours the doctor declared he was dead. 

I could not control the flow of tears. It was so sudden the impact of this tragedy 
was very severe on me. I felt helpless and depressed for weeks. 

After a few months Parma and I were walking out from the Raghunath temple in 
Jammu near the gate of the temple I caught sight of a handsome young man. I was 
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attracted towards him. I stared at him and suddenly a wave of intense sorrow struck 
me. I told Parma - “I feel very distressed seeing this young man, he seems so 
handsome and charming. I do not know who he is but I got a vision that he has to 
die within a week. Parma was very upset. She said, “Why are you having these 
terrible visions. Let us forget the vision and let us go home. It is already getting 
late.” So we caught a two wheeler and rushed to our home in Gandhinagar. 

I tried to divert my attention and we started preparing for dinner. Meanwhile, I 
stood on our balcony and had an overview of our lawn and the flowers which we 
had planted in the beds. These were in bloom right there. I caught the sight of the 
same handsome young man. I called Parma to see. She confirmed it seems the 
same young man we saw outside the Jammu temple. 

I had rented out the ground floor of my home to a senior engineer of the state 
government and his family. We found that this young man was their son. He was 
serving as a trainee pilot in the Indian Air Force. He has found it possible to visit 
his parents for just a few days and he has to rejoin his duties within this week. He 
was awaiting the call when he would be picked up from Jammu. 

We had our dinner. I planned to meet the engineer next day and also try to meet his 
son, congratulate him for his posting as a regular pilot. 

I could not meet the engineer that day but after 3 or 4 days I saw him and his wife 
crying. I went downstairs to enquire what had happened. I was told that this son of 
theirs got a message to be present at the Jammu airfield from where he would be 
picked up and taken to his next posting. He was waiting on the runway of the 
Jammu airfield. The plane started moving. Unfortunately, it hit him while he was 
standing, injuring him badly. He was flown to some Air Force hospital. Two days 
after we heard he was dead. 
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Both Parma and I felt crushed we joined the mourning of the devastated parents. I 
was badly shaken by this event. 

Parma was upset by these tragic visions I started seeing in broad daylight. These 
were causing me to suffer from sorrowful depressions. 

Parma broached this subject with Swamiji, a great saint who was luckily very kind 
to us. Swamiji said, “Why should he be getting such a power of foreseeing these 
tragic visions. These will be bad for his health. So we must pray to Bhagwati 
(Goddess) to save him from such an unwelcome power.” 

After that I never had such unsettling visions. I was grateful to Parma. 

A few months after Parma passed away in December 1979, I witnessed the death 
of my loved and loving mentor, Lalaji, Mr. Kashi Nath Bakaya. His wife, Shyam 
Bhabhi was Parma's loving and caring associate in the joint family; she died at the 
age of 96. She had great affection for me. I was also shocked by the loss of my 
very close friend Mr. P.N. Dhar, who had risen to be Secretary and Adviser to 
Indira Gandhi, the Prime Minister of India and later an Under Secretary to the 
United Nations. I was able to visit PN Dhar at his home in Delhi while he was 
fighting bravely against his sickness that had been weakening him gradually, but 
he passed away two years after my visit. 

Another friend of ours, Mr. Som Nath Bhan, was lost to us quite a few years 
earlier. I felt shocked by the sudden demise of Asha's father Dr. Dwarka Nath 
Saraf, who by his nature turned our relationship into close friendship and I valued 
and profited from his overall wisdom and scholarship. 

In my official career, I felt very sad and almost orphaned when we witnessed the 
passing away of the Ministers who trusted me and treated me with respect namely 
Mr. D.R. Dhar, Mr. GM Bakhshi, Mr. GM Sadiq, Mr.Syed Mir Qasim, Mr. 
Shamlal Saraf. They trusted me and appreciated my hard work and honest advice 
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and treated me as they would treat a Senior Advisor. I prayed for their souls when 
they passed away. Parma knew about their regard for me. So she also joined my 
prayers for them. That was her appreciation of human values. 

38. Reminiscences of PM Indira Gandhi 

38.1 Tawaza Department: Visit of President of Senegal 

I was posted as head of Department of Hospitality for some time. It was an 
interesting assignment that required lot of care and skill to look after the very 
important guests like Prime Minister, Cabinet Ministers from Central Government, 
Chief Justice or other judges of the Supreme Court of India. Important visitors to 
the State also included Chief Ministers or Ministers of the States or Members of 
Parliament, VIP’s from foreign countries etc. Some of the guests would visit along 
with their families. 

One day, the Chief Secretary of the State called me to his office to tell me that the 
President of Senegal was going to visit in the next three days for a four day stay in 
Srinagar as a special guest of the Prime Minister, who might also visit either a day 
earlier or accompany him. We discussed and planned in detail, all that was 
required to be done. I alerted my staff who were very well trained and accustomed 
to perform the hospitality tasks and always maintained the widely respected 
hospitality standards of the J&K State. 

While I finished the task of alerting my staff, I received a phone call from the 
Chief Secretary to tell me he had just come to know that the VVIP foreign guest 
was a very tall person about 6-1/2 feet or a little more. So we were faced with the 
need for an appropriate bed of an abnormally large size. I contacted some well 
known furniture dealers in Srinagar. None had any such bed in stock. One well 
reputed furniture maker however said he could arrange and manufacture one within 
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three or four days. I said we needed it overnight. He said he would have to engage 
his craftsmen for work all night and wanted the necessary additional expense. I 
conveyed this to the Chief Secretary who agreed. The bed of the required size with 
the large mattresses was ready by the next morning. The Chief Secretary came 
over to see it and was satisfied. 

The guest was accompanied by PM Indira Gandhi and received by the state cabinet 
with due ceremony and pomp and driven to the state guest house. The PM took a 
few minutes to look at the outsized bed and felt pleased. The CS and I felt relieved. 
The PM hosted a state dinner. She had invited Sheikh Mohd Abdullah too as a VIP 
leader of J&K to the dinner. He was also a very tall person. But the PM asked him 
to stand beside the President of Senegal and found that even though quite tall. 
Sheikh Sahib’s height was about a couple of inches less. Sheikh Saheb felt slightly 
embarrassed but the PM treated the matter as a simple joke and told him, 

“Sheikh Saheb, you are still one of the tallest of our political leaders.’ 

He smiled on acknowledging the compliment. 

The state dinner was quite ceremonial. The PM had earlier given special 
instructions about the menu which had to include specialties of cuisine from 
regions of India. On the dinner table she described every item in the menu as it was 
served, the ingredients and a few words about the region which was reputed for the 
recipe. 

She had earlier instructed us to hang some paintings of known Indian artists on the 
walls. These also she explained. The VVIP was very happy and acknowledged the 
high quality of the honor and hospitality he was graciously offered. 

While I was In charge of the State Hospitality ( Tawaza ) department, the 
Government of India requested for some help to one very important American 
leader during his visit to Kashmir and Ladakh. I recall I met him while he and his 
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family were enjoying their stay in a houseboat of Mr. Butt, who had made it as a 
particularly attractive and convenient staying place on the bank of the Dal Lake. I 
recall we were able to select a smart tourist officer. I thi nk it was one Mr. Rauf to 
guide him, on the tour to Ladakh. I met the VVIP he was quite happy with the 
arrangements. 

38.2 Visit of MPs to Srinagar 

One day, a large group of Members of Parliament visited Srinagar, led by a 
Minister of State. They were treated as State Guests. While they were there, the 
leader of the guest MPs got a message that the PM had decided to a visit next day 
and wanted to entertain the group of parliament members at a state dinner. The 
visiting Minister, the Chief Secretary and I held a meeting to make necessary 
arrangements. It. was decided to arrange dinner at a private hotel owned by a 
Member of Parliament from J&K. On cue from the earlier state dinner I got some 
paintings from the State Academy of Arts and culture and had them hung in the 
large hall where the guests would be seated. The Chief Secretary and I also chose 
the menu, similar to what the PM had preferred, and instructed the hotel 
accordingly. I had learnt that the PM would prefer a vegetarian meal for herself. I 
got some good quality paneer and had it cooked by the state guesthouse cook as I 
had noticed that the paneer prepared and served in the hotel was slightly hard and 
not so tasty. The PM arrived and spent the day meeting some local delegations. 

The local security personnel screened them. Among them was a local artist who 
was deaf and dumb. He was not selected by the security staff. He felt dejected but 
he waited outside the entry to the guest house. A local lady accompanied by a 
gentleman also waited on the road at the same spot. When the PM finished with the 
groups allowed by the security officer, while she started going upstairs to her 
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room, she noticed the artist and the couple on the road outside the gate. She called 
them over. She had met the artist on an earlier visit and encouraged him and 
conveyed to him that he should come to the hotel and show his latest work. The 
PM invited the couple into the guest room and listened to them. She assured them 
she would take up their case and request with the Chief Minister. She noticed the 
couple needed some monetary help too. This was provided. 

In the evening she visited the hotel half an hour earlier before the dinner time. She 
saw the young artist waiting outside the hotel, called him in and asked him to show 
her his latest paintings. He told her these were in the hotel. The hotel manager had 
kept these in their store room till he found a proper place to display them. She 
asked the manager to lead her to the store room along with the artist. She was 
shown the paintings which she appreciated and asked the manager to hang on the 
wall alongside the other hangings in the hotel. 

Then she went inside the staff room and met the Parliament Members and the CM. 
She had a quick look at the walls and started telling the MP’s about the artists and 
added that the young Kashmiri artist, suffering from disability needs 
encouragement as he has exceptional talent. She brought him to the notice of the 
CM who assured him of support. She also brought to the CM’s notice the 
complaint of the woman and asked the CM to solve her difficulty. 

Then she began having a look at the food for dinner. She saw the two preparations 
of paneer, and tasted small samples, but liked the soft and tasty one picked up three 
pieces, some vegetables and half a nana and a little rice, not taking up any non 
vegetarian dishes such as the Biriyani or the fish which, the other guests picked up 
in second or even third helpings and appreciatively enjoyed the delicious meal. 

It was a memorable event and the hotel staff felt encouraged. She thanked Mr. 
Tirath Ram the local Member of Parliament who owned the hotel. 
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38.3 Mr. Kailash Nath Kaul - Mamaji Parks & Gardens 

In 1969 CM Mr. Sadiq was able to persuade Prof. Kailash Nath Kaul to accept an 
assignment in J&K. Prof Kaul was a multifaceted personality and an acclaimed 
scientist and winner of many awards. In Kashmir he was requested to help improve 
the Mughal Gardens which needed care after the cumulative rough and tough use 
by the heavy rush of tourists over a period of time. Prof Kaul studied the history of 
the old gardens. He excavated the old Mughal Garden at Pari Mahal and 
reconstructed it. He established a large, alpine garden which was called “Mamaji 
ka Bagh” (Maternal uncle’s garden). The CM wanted me to assist him in the 
administrative work required in the secretariat. For me, it was very fortunate to 
know him. 

To discuss and finalize his departmental budget I made a gesture of respect, I 
persuaded my colleagues from the finance department to visit his office for 
discussions and he appreciated the smooth finalization of the bureaucratic part of 
his work. 

The wonderful garden he created was called “Maama Ji Ka Bagh” in Kashmir. He 
had planned to construct a garden in Rajauri, Jammu province also, but his term of 
office ended. Kashmir was able to attract tourists for visits to the new garden and I 
saw lots of our fresh flowers used to be flown from Srinagar to Delhi for sale. 

39. My first visit to Australia 

My second son, Anil, shifted from Zambia to Papua New Guinea and from there to 
Melbourne in Australia, and settled there. He was keen to see that I visited him and 
spend some time on a tourist visa. In 1989 I applied for a passport and got a visa 
for a visit to Melbourne. Anil had arranged my travel tickets for to and fro. 
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It appeared that Anil and some other Kashmiri Pandits and Muslims had found jobs 
in Melbourne and had established good friendly relations with each other. On the 
day I arrived in Melbourne I was told that Anil and his family, his wife Manju, his 
children Dhiraj and Priyanka and myself had been invited to a dinner on the 
coming Saturday, by one of the Kashmiri Muslim doctors. Dr Riyaz Dewani, along 
with us some other Kashmiri Pandits and Muslims presently in Melbourne had 
been invited. I told Anil that for me it was a pleasant surprise to see that the 
Kashmiri Pandits and Muslims had maintained such good social relations in a 
place distant from Kashmir. A place where the Pandits had been forced by Pakistan 
sponsored Muslim terrorists to escape from their homeland and were now suffering 
in various places in India and abroad, as refugees. While we were talking about the 
very large diaspora of Kashmiri Pandits from their homes in Kashmir, Manju got a 
phone call from a Kashmir Pandit lady, saying that she had heard that Kashmiri 
Muslims in Melbourne had formed an exclusive Kashmiri Muslim association, and 
that the doctor who had invited the few Kashmiri Pandits as well as Kashmiri 
Muslims in Melbourne for a dinner on Saturday, has been chosen as president of 
the separatist Muslim association. She asked Manju if it would be correct or safe 
for the Kashmiri Pandits to attend the party arranged by the Muslim Doctor. Manju 
asked her to hold the phone while she would ask for my advice as I had just arrived 
and knew the latest situation about Kashmir. She asked me. I told her that it seems 
that the Doctor's invitation seemed a welcome gesture and since the invitation has 
been accepted by the Kashmiri Pandit families in Melbourne, we should go and see 
how the party goes, maybe we should be careful to avoid talking about the present 
troubling situation in Kashmir. So it was agreed. When we went the doctor was 
very courteous and particularly forthright and enthusiastic to treat me as an 
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honored special guest. I felt he and another two or three Muslim invitees were also 
friendly to the Kashmiri Pandit gentlemen and ladies who seemed normal. 

I asked the Doctor about his family in Kashmir and when and how he had 
migrated. He told me his father was one Mr. Shamsuddin Dewani who was 
responsible to ensure that he was trained as a doctor and sought a job to his 
satisfaction even though it could be outside Kashmir. And he felt happy when his 
son, a trained Doctor seized the opportunity offered by a distant foreign country 
like Australia. I told him I recalled I knew one Mr. Shamsuddin Dewani who 
was a very dear colleague of mine working in the Prime Minister’s office in 
Jammu & Kashmir. I said, “Do you have his photograph?” He showed me and I 
recognized that he was the same gentleman I was talking about. Doctor Riaz 
became very emotional, his voice cracked when he started telling me that he had 
been trying to persuade his dad to visit him and feel happy to see his ambition 
fulfilled and his son become a popular doctor in a foreign land but fate was cruel, 
and his dad got sick and passed away before he could make that visit, to which he 
had agreed and was eagerly looking forward to. He asked me to tell him all I knew 
about his dad and after courteously greeting all the guests sat with me to listen 
attentively. I told him it was totally different time, a time when Kashmiri Muslims 
and Pandits were having brotherly social relations and even common faith in their 
respected and trusted saints. I told him that one day while sitting together in the 
Prime Minister's secretariat in Kashmir I said I would leave office earlier than the 
closing time as I had to go to the hospital to see my first child, (a boy) just 
delivered the same day by my wife. He said that he would ensure that before I went 
to the hospital he would take me to the nearby shrine, mosque of Sheikh Shah 
Hamdan Sahib, a respected Muslim saint, to express gratitude to God and seek 
blessings for the long prosperous life of my new born son. He even said he would 
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pay the usual devotional money of 3/4th of a rupee, I said I would pay the money 
personally and both of us went and made a joint obeisance at the saint’s mosque. I 
continued the story that after a week he told me that he too had to go to visit the 
shrine to celebrate the birth of his first child - a son. Dr. Riaz asked me, “What 
year was it?” I told him it was the year 1945. He said, “Sir, the child was me.” 
While we were talking about the pleasant earlier times we had seen of Hindu 
Muslim harmony and brotherly social relations that existed between us, someone 
in the neighboring room came to say that the latest news broadcast about Kashmir 
was that a very large crowd of people had collected in Srinagar to protest against 
the state government and asking the local Pandit population: “Ya raliv, ya chaliv, 
ya galiv” meaning- You join us, or you escape or disappear from Kashmir or else 
you die 

Dr. Riaz and the other Muslims attendees of the party didn't show any interest but 
saw to it that the party went on and everyone enjoyed the conversation and the very 
good elaborately chosen delicious food. Everyone seemed to be friendly. Dr. Riaz 
used to pay occasional visits to me while I was in Melbourne. 

I found Dr. Riaz is a good person, he was on the lookout for newcomers from 
Kashmir mostly Kashmiri Pandits coming to seek opportunities in Australia. He 
guided and helped them to settle down and encouraged them to join the friendly 
get together of the Kashmiri's which he organized frequently, either his own party 
or get-together or commonly contributed picnics. 

Anil and Manju along with Dhiraj and Priyanka took pains to make my visit to 
Australia interesting and educative for me as much as possible. We went on long 
trips, visited the beaches, we visited Sydney Opera House. We visited their friends 
like Dr Choudhary, a professor in University of Wollongong near Sydney, also Mr. 
and Mrs. Abhinav Qazi, who once came about a thousand kilometers, all the way 
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to Melbourne and invited us to their home in Sydney. We found them very 
affectionate and properly hospitable people. At one time my daughter Malini and 
her husband, Lokesh and their two children Komal & Gautam visited Anil's family 
in Melbourne while I was there. We went sight-seeing and all of us were very 
happy to meet and enjoy the very pleasant company of their friends in Melbourne 
and Sydney. 

40. My frequent visits to the US 

My daughter and her husband Dr Lokesh Bazaz worked in London. Lokesh took 
the advantage and got MRCP Degrees from two Universities. Later they moved to 
the United States of America where Lokesh established his practice as a 
Nephrologists and was respected as one of the top ten doctors in the Washington 
area. They invited me to visit and helped me to become a resident of USA. When 
the paper work was complete they helped me to travel to Washington, my first visit 
to USA in 1992 was a very happy event for me. Meanwhile they have also 
encouraged and helped my elder son Sidhartha to visit USA where he got a job and 
got his family in 1991. He had the twin advantage of having two loving and caring 
relatives already settled. We were delighted to see in the USA Sidhartha’s sister 
Malini Bazaz and his wife Asha's sister Pamposh (Pinki) Razdan. For me it was a 
double blessing. 

Lokesh and Malini took care to attend to my health problems and also included me 
in their long travel trips after thorough sightseeing in Washington area. Meanwhile 
we had the added pleasure of the visit of Lokesh's brother Shiban and his family. 
The time coincided with the time that Komal, Lokesh and Malini's daughter had to 
select her college. So Lokesh drove us on the long visits to Harvard, Boston, MIT, 
Rhodes, Tufts, Yale, Ithaca, Columbia University and then to Duke. I had the 
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advantage of visiting Canada, where two of our relatives welcomed us to their 
loving hospitality in Montreal and Toronto. 

I had the pleasure of being taken to see the Statue of Liberty, The Washington 
Memorial, The Lincoln Memorial, The Loray Caverns and other admirable sites. 
They took me to the Niagara Falls in Canada. One very impressive site that Lokesh 
and Malini were keen to take me to see was what described as Prabhapada's Palace 
Gold, which the New York times declared to be called 'Americas Taj Mahal' at 
wheeling, West Virginia. 

It is really an amazing site and the description stated is real. It says “Hearts Beat 
Faster as visitors behold Americas Taj Mahal'. The life magazine says - “ A place 
where tourists can come and be amazed.” The powerful impression of having 
visited this site stays as a permanent imprint on my mind and I felt very grateful. 
After arrival in USA I had the good luck of seeing three close relatives of Parma 
here. Her brother Colonel Raina’s children sons and daughter - Vijay and Sanjay 
and Suman, were extremely willing, loving and very hospitable. Lokesh and 
Malini took me along to visit Vijay in New York, USA Sanjay in Toronto, Canada 
and later in New Jersey, Suman in Montreal. 

They found time and made our stay comfortable and showed us around all the 
important places. We had a very enjoyable time. Another close relative of Parma 
Mr. Brij Nehru was settled in VanCover. 

Lokesh's cousin Dr Bansi Bazaz, settled in Ogdensburg was another forthcoming 
source of hospitality. Apart from many visits to him and his family he showed us 
around places on visits to see the Canada - Niagara Falls and other sites. The most 
memorable visits he arranged for us was The Thousand Islands. 

On one of his visits to the USA, Anil took me along to visit the Library of 
Congress where he had to consult some old book. Both of us found one book there 
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titled “Hiking, Trekking and Mountaineering in Kashmir” by Mr. Nandlal Bakaya, 
our uncle who was fond of mountaineering and had scaled many mountains, some, 
very tough ones. You can imagine the thrill and pride the both of us experienced. I 
wonder if it is possible for us to see some published work of mine could find a 
place like this. Our children in the coming generation would be happy and thrilled 
to find it. 

But a grave tragedy struck our family. Dr Lokesh, my son-in-law suddenly fell ill. 
He had a stroke in the middle of night and was taken to hospital in an emergency 
ambulance. The Doctors discovered a brain tumor which was found to be 
malignant. He bravely struggled for three years. But he could not succeed. It was a 
disaster for the family. Not only our family, but a large number of people which 
included, his friends and large crowd of patients whom he had been treating with 
love, care and compassion, grieved. One of my grandsons, Dhiraj Bakaya, summed 
up a final tribute on behalf of us all. 

Annexure 4 is a copy of this sacred memory and profound homage to that great 
soul. 

41. Children in the 1980s vs. children in the 1920s 

One cannot fail to observe the uptrend of the mental development curve over the 
generations. For instance while I was growing, all the children of my age, and with 
whom I was in daily contact would listen to the stories related to us, about saints, 
about their miraculous powers, about historical personages, men and women, and 
some brave and praiseworthy actions reportedly performed by the story teller. It 
never occurred to us to raise any questions. We seemed to believe all the stories 
and looked forward keenly to the story telling session enthusiastically and enjoy 
the stories. 
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We noticed a habit of raising questions brewing among the children in the next 
generation. For instance I would observe that my eldest son, Sidhartha, expressed 
his doubts about Jejkak's stories. Similarly, my second child Malini who is three 
years younger than Sidharth would not even be inclined to listen to Jejkak’s stories 
while she was growing up. She and Anil, who was another 3 years younger, would 
be an enthusiastic part of our pilgrimage to Vaishno Devi temple. She did not make 
any show of an expression of her devotional faith. In fact she even made some 
remarks which seemed to suggest that devotion and faith were private matters of 
every individual, even Anil and of course the eldest one, Sidharth were clear on 
bearing this attitude. They did not relish any idea of ostentation. On a couple of 
occasions, while on our trip to the Vaishno Devi shrine their mother noticed this 
and expressed some concern. We came to notice that they had enough faith, but 
faith to them was a strictly private quality of every individual. Both Parma and I 
accepted this as fair and sensible. 

In the generation after theirs, we observed a different version of the change in 
attitude. One day, my grandson Gautam was listening very attentively to a story 
about Lord Shiva which I had been relating to him. God here is described as a strict 
ascetic, but kind and even generous to his sincere devotees. The story went on 
about a bad man who wanted power for himself. He prayed very hard for a long 
period of time to Lord Shiva, until one day lord Shiva appeared and asked him 
'What do you want?” That man said, “I want to have a power to burn to ashes 
whose head I touch if I desire to do so.” Lord Shiva said, “You have prayed hard 
for a long time, you ask for a very tough boon, you should use it wisely.” The boon 
was granted. The man was excited but he wanted to test this power. He started to 
run towards Lord Shiva to touch his head. The man was chasing Shiva who was 
now running fast. Lord Shiva reached Lord Vishnu and asked for his help. Lord 
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Vishnu being the God who protects agreed to help him out. When he heard the 
story he asked that man to enter and be patient. He called a party of dancers whom 
he asked to entertain the guest. The man started enjoying the dance and joined the 
party. The lady leading the dance showed many positions and everyone did the 
same. The man was quite absorbed in the dance and in excitement of the party he 
did what the leading lady did. She touched her own head twice; the man also 
touched his own head. The boon acted at once. The man caught fire and was burnt 
to ashes. Lord Shiva thanked Lord Vishnu. 

Komal and Gautam paid close attention to the story. At the end of the story 
Gautam (who was then four years of age) turned to me and said - “Daddy, please 
do not tell my Dad this story. He adores Lord Shiva, on hearing this story of Lord 
Shiva' careless generosity, he will feel bad. My Dad will not like.” I called Malini 
and told her what this child had advised me to do. In the evening Lokesh came 
home and I told him too how smart Gautam was. We felt proud of his insight and 
his wise advice not to relate such a story to an adoring devotee of Lord Shiva like 
his Dad. 

On another occasion, Gautam and Dhiraj, another grandchild of mine, both of same 
age at that time which was less than five years when they heard the story of Lord 
Ganesh, a young boy created by Lord Shiva's wife, Parvati, to be on guard and not 
allow anyone to enter the place till she finished her bath. Then Lord Shiva came 
this boy did not allow him to enter. Lord Shiva asked, “Who are you? This is my 
place I have to join my wife.” The boy said - “I have orders to not let anyone enter 
till she finishes her bath.” The boy started to push Lord Shiva away, who got 
angered by this and cut off the child’s head. Right then Lord Shiva's wife who had 
finished her bath and dressed up, came running and on seeing what had happened, 
started crying. She told her husband she would destroy everything around until he 
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was able to restore their child to life. Lord Shiva then started searching for 
someone whose head could be transplanted quickly onto the boy. The first being he 
sighted was an elephant cub. He cut off the head of this elephant and placed it on 
the boys shoulder in order to restore the boy’s life. Lord Shiva bestowed all the 
powers which he wished his son to have to this child. And the son became Lord 
Ganesha whom people started worshipping. 

Gautam and Dhiraj and Komal listened to this strange but fascinating story and do 
you know what I heard them saying to each other, “ Those days they had learnt to 
transplant even heads. You know Dad is a doctor who knows about kidney 
transplants.” 

The children who grew up with me in the joint Bakaya family were encouraged to 
listen to interesting stories. We always looked forward to these special sessions. 
Our elders would welcome good story tellers from inside the family and some 
talented relatives. 

42. Lighter Moments 

One early morning, at around 7 am, Maharaja Hari Singh called Mr. R C Kak, 
Prime Minister of his J&K State, to meet him at the palace. Mr. Kak did not have 
the time to shave and rushed in his car. He came back home after an hour or so, he 
went through the usual routine of shave and shower and went to his office. After he 
reached home at the end of his working day he saw a packet from the palace, 
waiting for him. When he opened it, it was a beautiful ‘shaving kit’ He caught the 
hint and never repeated the omission of presenting unshaven before the Maharaja 

The Maharaja was very particular to beautify his palace and he made alterations 
often. One day he ordered to acquire a set of furniture articles from a foreign 
country. When this arrived, it was proudly displayed. He invited a gentleman, who 
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was his favorite polo player to witness this latest addition to his artistic collection. 
He told the gentleman's wife that this was the latest design of a famous and 
expensive wood veneer. To which she reacted by saying, “Your Highness I marvel 
these pieces of artificial jeweler”. He was upset. But he realized that she may be 
correct. Next day he removed the whole stuff. 

43 My Habits 

43.1 Non - smoking, teetotaler and no gambling 

All my elders starting with my grandfather’s generation of 3 brothers were 
teetotalers. None of us indulged in smoking, except for my father Jia Lai, who 
occasionally smoked the water filter hookah. Gambling and betting also was not 
practiced. So all my life I was a teetotaler, non-smoker and I never participated in 
betting or gambling. 

43.2 My Habit of Reading 

Experiencing my advancing old age, I sometimes wonder how I could have kept 
myself busy if I had not been fond of reading. I looked back to my growth in early 
years and recalled the attention bestowed on me to encourage me to educate 
myself. Tara’s earnest request to Nandlal while on her death bed was to secure 
proper education for her children. She told him she was unhappy that she was 
illiterate but she had the ambition of seeing her children get a good education. 
Nandlal, who as head of the family had been consulting available good doctors to 
treat her while she was ill. My father, Jialal, was a forest officer and his office 
duties kept him busy outside Srinagar our hometown most of the time. 

In fact, Nandlal and my elder cousin Kashinath, both teachers in the CMS high 
school, did their best to encourage me to make reading a regular habit. On one 
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occasion my father had come home on a brief vacation. He found that one of his 
school mates and a very loving and caring personal friend of his, one Mr. Sapru, 
was trained as a librarian and was appointed as the senior Librarian of the large 
Government run library in Srinagar. My Dad introduced me and two of my close 
friends to Mr. Sapru and requested him to guide us and help us find and read books 
and also be allowed to borrow from the library as enlisted members. 

The librarian, Mr. Sapru was very kind and helpful. The state government’s public 
library was about two miles from our home and we used to visit it, sit down to 
have a look at the newspapers, journals etc. and then select one or two books to 
borrow for three weeks as members. Mr. Sapru was very well read and he guided 
us willingly and we found that he was extremely helpful to all the members with 
courtesy and promptness. 

So the habit grew. I enjoyed reading the books Mr. Sapru would recommend and 
find for us to borrow. He would ask us questions to test us when we returned the 
books to the library. He would also explain some points we might have missed. I 
recall that this habit of trying to find good books and reading them as quickly as 
possible. This kept me very well occupied mentally. My loving and caring uncle, 
Mr. Kashi Nath (we called him Lala ji) who later was the Head of Department of 
Literature at Universities of Agra and Rajasthan, was my help and mentor. 

I used to enjoy watching the TV and before that, listening to the Radio. I remember 
every evening Nandlal took me along to a neighbor’s house to listen to the news 
for a long time until we were able to purchase a Radio for our home. I enjoyed 
watching the serials and movies at home. But as one grows older, one’s normal 
capacity grows weaker. The first to get affected was my hearing. I discovered in 
pain that I was hard of hearing. My capacity to view TV and watch serials and 
DVD cinemas was getting impossible. My loving and caring children provided a 
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very expensive remedy for hearing and which is helpful but not a very effective 
substitute. So I have to stick to my habit of finding reading material all the time. 
When I went to Australia to visit and stay with my son Anil and his family, he got 
me enlisted as a member of a big lending library at Don Caster in Melbourne. I 
found it easy to reach there by 35 minute walk one way which proved to be a good 
exercise. I used this facility. I used to sit in the library, scan the newspapers and 
some popular journals and borrow some books to read at home. One day after a 
long time, I had the pleasant surprise of finding some old diaries of the period 
1990s in which I recorded the names of the books I borrowed from that Don Caster 
library and some brief notes I had written. 

When I visited my elder son Siddhartha, my daughter Malini and their families in 
the USA, they helped me to get enlisted as a member of the very well equipped 
libraries in Maryland and Virginia. Later on came the facility of buying books 
from Barnes and Nobles on prepaid gift cards. Sidhartha, Malini, Anil and their 
children provided me the cards. I accumulated a large collection of good books and 
always found reading these a very good mental exercise. I very much appreciate 
their caring and their loving gifts on my birthdays, Christmas and on New Year’s 
and bless them with gratitude all the time. 

While on the subject of my acquiring the reading habit with constant persuasion by 
my caring uncle Lalaji (Uncle Kashinath Bakaya) and the help of my dad's school 
mate Mr. Sapru who became a librarian in charge of a Government library in 
Srinagar, I would like to record an interesting event. 

In the Oct 2013 issue of the U.S. paper Washington Post Book World. I noticed a 
book review by Michael Darda, The popular reviewer of a book titled 
‘Constellation of Genius’ 1922 - Modernism year one by Kevin Jackson. The 
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newspaper headline was, “Day By Compelling Day, A look at a Literary Year Like 
No Other.” 

This suddenly struck the chord of my memory of a day when I met Lalaji in Jaipur, 
on my visit while accompanying Mr. S L Saraf, the Minister for Industries. Lalaji 
was told by Saraf Sahib of a relationship his family had with our Lalaji's late Dad, 
Damodar Bakaya, in our grand family. During this conversation Lalaji told him 
that I was born in 1922 which was a ‘Literary Year’. He was happy. I was bom in 
that year and caught the habit of reading good literature. I had forgotten this 
particular conversation but this book review triggered the memory. The review 
mentioned the publication date as Feb 2, 1922, the birthday of James Joyce. I 
recalled my birthday on the 1 st of Feb, 1922. So Lalaji was meant to bless me with 
the impact of the literary year as far as its celebration of genius was concerned, 
despite the controversies that had risen for a while about the books. Mr. M 
Darda’s; review in the paper showed photos of the three geniuses calling them 
Rising Stars. James Joyce, T.S. Eliot and F. Scott Fitzgerald. 

In fact, Lalaji told Saraf Sahib that I should be presented a good book as a birthday 
gift every year. I also recall he gave me two to three of them when I had a chance 
to meet late Lalaji. I always bless the memory of that great soul. 

44. Forced Migration from Kashmir 

I recall that one day in August 2000 while in USA I got an invitation from a library 
organization describing itself as ‘The international library of Poetry,’ to mail a 
poem to be composed by me. In response I reflected on the change I had seen in 
USA about how marriages were decided and composed a poem. I never saw it 
published but I enclose a copy here within this memoir, which I am providing for 
my children and grandchildren. 


204 



The International Library of Poetry 
Dear Howard Ely, 

Thanks for your offer that I received through the mail. I am attaching a poem with 
this email. I would like this to be printed under my pen name of Avataar. 

Sincerely, 

Premnath Bakaya 
10652 Muirfield Dr. 

Potomac, MD 20854 
(301) 299-0680 
Heartwarming 

Bom of marriages ‘arranged’ in heaven, 

Raised in a pretty slice of paradise they assumed own ancestry, 

And a sweet, cozy flavor of values, of harmony and tolerance; 

Then suddenly, a vicious tornado of beastly hate and hostility 

Mercilessly wiped off the long crafted fabric of communal trust and smooth 

friendships, 

Ruthlessly swept them into exile and anonymity 

Amidst gunfire, bomb blasts, barbaric killings, unspeakable indignity, 

Bereft of lifetime home and belongings, 

Toughened by trauma, compelled to roam, 

They picked up the daunting challenge, looked forward, 

Drawing sustenance from a heritage of tenacity, 

Some worked their way to this great land of abundance, innovation and liberty, 

No culture shocks deterred them, they adapted to broader horizons; 
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Bracing in the new environment, they bowed to globalization; 

The growing youngsters meanwhile discovered heaven, had divested itself of 
marriage making, 

Delegated this to their individual choice and judgment; 

They embraced pragmatism, readjusted their swim, 

And determined to progress and to excel. 

Alongside, they assiduously collect bits of driftwood 

From their roots and culture - help a fusion blossom to emerge out of aridity; 

Brave endeavors, and deeply touching, heart-warming for us, their elders, 

Avataar Bakaya 

PS. The name Avataar evokes a very fond memory. 

This was the name chosen for me by Tara, my mother & Haarmal, Tara’s mother, 
my Maatamal [mother’s family] stuck to this name for me. 

Daddy 

August 18, 2000 

Appendices 

Appendix 1: Obituary tribute to Dr Lokesh Bazaz from Bakaya family 

Our Lokesh Uncle 

Let me begin by assuring that even though I'm speaking on behalf of the Bakaya 
family, the in-laws, you've never nor will you ever hear any complaints from us. 

Dr Lokesh Bazaz. 

The words mean so much to us all, especially our Bakaya-Razdan-Raina clan. An 
aunt in Vancouver wrote yesterday of Lokesh Uncle: “He came across as a candle 
that would shine brightly in the darkest of rooms. A truly beautiful soul, caring, 
compassionate, intelligent, immensely generous and with a strong sense for family 
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and tradition.” My father added: “His sense of giving was unmatched. His love for 
all, and his desire to help one and all, stranger, friend and neighbor, should inspire 
us all.” 

Lokesh Uncle could not have been a better match for Malini Aunty. Lokesh Uncle 
and Malini Auntie’s marriage is a living advertisement for arranged marriages. 
They were so much in love over these 31 years, despite not knowing each other at 
all before they were married. 

My grandfather, Daddy, found it hard to find a suitable boy for his refined and 
choosy daughter. In September 1973, my concerned grandparents went to visit a 
Saint who assured them “a Prince will soon come from across the seas, and it shall 
be settled.” Just days later, Ammaji Bhan introduced Lokesh Uncle, who was 
visiting from England, to Malini Auntie. She told Daddy that she felt an instant 
connection to Lokesh, as if she had always known him. Within the next two weeks 
they were married. 

As a member of our family he had a personal connection with us all. He had an 
incredible knack for relating to 2 year olds, 52 years olds as well as a 92 years old. 
He could talk about the banking industry with me, and then discuss Spiderman 
with little children Abhishek and Arsh, before detailing how Rishi's Porsche 
stacked up with other sports cars. He effortlessly related to everyone. 

In fact, many of us consider ourselves his children as he not only guided us, but 
brought us here. If sponsoring people for immigration to the US were a sport, and 
the INS had a Hall of Fame, there would be a big picture of Lokesh Uncle there. A 
great believer in the American dream, he gave many, such as myself, a start in this 
country, for which we cannot thank him enough. 

Even during Lokesh Uncle's illness he made us proud. Lokesh Uncle's battle with 
cancer reminds me of the poem by Dylan Thomas: “Do not go gentle into that 
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good night. Rage, rage against the dying of the light.” He fought to the end. When 
given 6-9 months, he lived for over 3 years. When given weeks he made months. 
He made days into weeks, hours into days, and minutes into hours. The doctor, 
who had treated and healed thousands, had become the inspiring patient. 

Fortunately for us, we see that so many Lokesh Uncle's great qualities are now 
embodied in our Komal and Gautam. We are so very proud of them. Jamie and of 
course Malini Aunty, who have during the most trying of times shown the same 
strength, courage, grace and even humor to deal with each day as it comes. 

His life was his message. Do good, and be good to everyone you come across. 
Work hard and take care of your family, community and profession. Though he 
lost his own mother as a child, his love to all was reminiscent of a mother’s selfless 
love and guidance and best wishes. 

You gave him your love, your respect, and prayers. Now learn from his life’s 
message. 

When we would leave Eaton drive after a visit, Lokesh Uncle would say “Thanks 
for coming.” No thank you. We’ll miss you Lokesh Uncle. Thank you for coming 
into our lives. 

The body departs, the legend begins. 


Appendix 2 Mr. Bakaya's Condolence Letter on Colonel Raina’s passing away 

21 st October, 2014 

Homage from PN Bakaya 

Bye, Our dear Tathi Saib, Peace be to your great soul. 

Torrents of very pleasant memories of our very long association flooded through 
my mind today. 
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I recollect just one poignant event of 1941, Parma and I recently married, went 
from Srinagar to Jammu on the annual move of offices. On reaching the Jammu 
bus stop, I found my sister and an official colleague. Parma sighted Tathi Saib and 
called him. He ran to receive us and helped us to unload our luggage and taking 
leave of my sister took us to his residence about seven miles away. 

He told us he had hired residential accommodation for us very near my office. At 
his house we had the very pleasant surprise of seeing his and Parma’s grandfather 
waiting for us. 

I was deeply touched and overwhelmed by a surge of gratitude. 

Tathi Saib and his magnificent wife, Bhabhi, had introduced me to the large clan of 
their family. Of these I recollect many a few of them are - Mr. M.S. Kak, Col. P.N. 
Kak, Retd Air Vice Marshal Kapil ji, the other distant ones such as, SK Raina, and 
the Kak's and Ganjus. 

The other recollection of Tathisaib's greatness and love was his visit to us in 
Ahemdabad where Parma was very sick. He stayed on to boost our morale in those 
very trying days till Parma passed away. 

All along our long association I found that he and his loving and caring 
family have been like a pillar of strength to me and my family throughout the good 
and bad days. Their clan has been our garden of love and affection. 

May God bless his soul! We recall his greatness and will continue to respect 
his memory and the heritage. 

Appendix 3. Letter from Mr. P N K Bamzai 

25 th October, 1991 
Dear Bakaya Sahib, 
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It was a pleasure to receive your affectionate and detailed letter from Australia in 
July last. Unfortunately I have not been able to respond because of my ill health. In 
the last week of April I went through a surgical operation, the Surgeon, however, 
told me that to make this operation successful, I had to take three weeks bed rest to 
be followed by three months complete rest at my residence. You can well imagine 
how one gets bored particularly when one is deprived of continuing work on a 
project like mine. I feel dazed and I am fumbling to find and pick up threads of 
research and narration. Hence I could not reply to your letter so far. Your latest 
letter from Ahmedabad reached me the other day. 

You mentioned in the first paragraph of your meeting Qazis. Last year she 
mentioned to me your name and I was happy they have a neighbor (that is in 
Australia where distances are immense) when they could talk to each other on a 
phone only and once in a while meet. Towards the end of your letter you make a 
mention of your daughter and her husband Dr Bazaz of Washington. You will be 
glad to know that my son Nalin and his family have recently moved from Cairo to 
USA and settled in the very same locality where Dhruvji and Dr Bazaz live. So 
they will have occasions to meet, Another link with your family. 

Now let me come to the points raised in your letter. In the first place please accept 
my sincere thanks for recommending my book to Professors and Librarians in 
Australia, but unfortunately all of them are out of print and hence not available. It 
is because I always consider revision of my publication, for new facts come to me 
during my continuing research. But before I undertake it, I get involved in a fresh 
project and hence get no time and have no energy to think of a revision of the one 
published earlier. So they remain out of print. I have now decided to stop further 
projects, if and when the present one is completed and devote my time in revising 
and printing my 3rd Edition of my History of Kashmir. 
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“Yes I have great respect for Pandit Satram Bakaya. My father would sometimes 
quote and translate his phrase and poems, as of other Persian Scholars (KP's all) as 
for instance Shankar Girami and Raj Kak Farukh. Unfortunately I was too young 
in those days to get more information from him on these and other Persian 
Scholars. However, I shall do my best to have whatever information I might be 
able to secure during my further research, Meanwhile, I would request you to let 
me have any facts you may have on Pandit Satram Bakaya. 

As regards Saints and Rishis like one of your ancestors Shakar Sahib Shah, my 
emphasis in my present research on Kashmir Pandits will be the spiritual forces 
concentrated in them, that were actually responsible for saving the community 
from the onslaughts of bigots and vandals who ruled the valley for 500 long years 
who left no stones unturned to convert or annihilate them. But the saints among the 
pandits who apparently led the life of ordinary man and women would come to the 
rescue of this small community and save them. 

“In this line I mention Lai Ded, Rishi Pir, Rup Bhawani, Guru Tegh Bahadur, Saint 
Jiwan Sahib, Saint Gopal, Ju Saint Channa Saib, Saint Shankar or Shankar Shah 
and innumerable saints like him. My father in his book entitled 'Kashmiri Pandit' 
has mentioned quite a few saints who lived at different times. If you can let me 
have the life as well as an account of miracles performed by Shakar Saib, I shall be 
grateful. I shall on my own try to get as much information from archives and 
libraries in Delhi and Lukhnow as possible. Kashmir is at present sealed by the 
militants for this kind of work. You have mentioned Mirza Kak who actually came 
from Hangal Gund. I have a few anecdotes about him. He was a great devotee of 
Lai Ded and has himself composed Vakyas which are many a times confused with 
Lai Ded's Vakyas. 
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I hope I have given you a bird's eye view of the kind of research I have in mind to 
produce the book on KP's a community which has substantially contributed to the 
India Philosophy, culture art and administration. 

Yours Sincerely, 

PNK 

[Mr. PNK Bamzai was author of many books about History of Kashmir, the State 
and contact with Central Asia with a Foreword by Jawahar Lai Nehru. We had the 
good fortune of a memorable visit by him to my daughter’s and Lokesh’s home, 
who entertained him, his son and daughter-in-law in Virginia, USA, while I and 
my family were there too. A few years later I had the shock of learning about the 
demise of Mr. PNK Bamzai] 

Appendix 4 . Letter from Prof P.N. Dhar 
Prof. P.N. Dhar 

9 Raj Narain Road, Civil Lines Delhi 53 
Dear Preyakak: 

I can't tell you how relieved I was to have your letter of September 12. It has been 
long overdue, but thank God that justice has been done. 

I was in Bonn for a few days attending a conference and returned to Delhi on 
Saturday. I don't know if you had telephoned while I was away. My servant is not 
able to cope with the telephone and Sheila is away in New York with Madhav. 

You have suffered a great deal and far too long. I think you should draw a curtain 
over the past happenings. After settling your affairs here, I strongly recommend 
that you accept your children’s’ suggestion and shift to U.S.A. I didn't know that 
Sidhartha had also shifted to the States. That makes it all the more necessary for 
you to be there. What will you do in India all alone? You can always come back if 
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you feel nostalgic and if the situation in Kashmir improves. But whatever you do, 
please keep in touch. 

With lots of love, 

Yours affly, 

21-9-92 P.N.D 

Appendix 5. Selected extracts from the Bhagavad Gita 

In fact I feel a sense of pride that though they have not read the Bhagavad Gita, my 
children have imbibed the advice given by Lord Krishna, the incarnation of God, in 
the last verses 62 and 63 of Chapter 18. This clearly affirms that the supreme does 
not impose his commands while He reveals the secret of spiritual knowledge. God 
advises that these should be fully reflected upon and any action should be taken as 
a result of that reflection. The verses are quoted below: 

XVIII Conclusion 

tam eva saranam gaccha 
sarvabhavena bharata 
tatpmsadat param santini 
sthanam prapsyasi sasvatam 

(62) Flee unto Him for shelter with all thy being, O Bharata (Arjuna). By 
His grace shalt thou obtain supreme peace and eternal abode. 

Sarvabhavena: with all thy being. We must grow conscious of the divine on all the 
planes of our being. The love of Radha for Krishna is the symbol of integral love in 
all planes of being from the spiritual to the physical. 

Arjun is called upon to co-operate with God and do his duty. He must change the 
whole orientation of his being. He must put himself at the service of the supreme. 
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His illusion will then be dispelled, the bond and cause of consequences will be 
broken and he will attain shadow less light, perfect harmony and blessedness. 

id te jananam akhyatam 
guhyad guhyataram may a 
vimrsyai tad asesena 
yathe icchasi tatha kuru 

(63) Thus has wisdom more secret than all secrets, been declared to thee 
by Me. Having reflected on it fully do as thou choose, 
vimrsyai tad asesena: reflect on it fully. We must use our intelligence, exercise our 
discrimination. 

yatha icchasi tatha kuru: do as thou choose. God is seemingly indifferent but 
discreet and clear, for He leaves the decision at Arjuna's choice. His apparent 
indifference is due to His anxiety that each one of us should get to him of his own 
free choice. He constrains, nor forces any one because free spontaneity is valuable. 
Man is to be wooed and not coerced into co-operation. He is to be drawn, not 
driven, persuaded, and not compelled. The Supreme does not impose His 
command. We are free at any moment to reject or accept the divine call. The 
integral surrender should be made with the fullest consent of the seeker. God does 
not do the climbing for us; though He is ever ready to help us when we stumble, 
comfort us when we fall. God is prepared to wait in patience till we turn to him. 

The conflict between the doctrine of human freedom and that of predestination has 
roused much discussion in Europe and India. Thomas Aquinas holds that freedom 
of the will and human efforts play a chief part in man's salvation, though the will 
itself may need the support of God's grace. “Hence, the predestined must strive 
after good work and prayer; because through these means predestination is most 
certainly fulfilled... and therefore predestination can be furthered by creatures, but 
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it cannot be impeded by them. “Man has the freedom to refuse the grace offered to 
him by God. Another philosopher thinks that it is “God's intention to offer grace to 
man only those who prepare themselves for its reception by their conduct.” 
Another who says, “Since freedom of the will is God's command, even God has no 
direct influence on man's decision. Man can co-operate with God’s grace, but he 
can also refrain from it.” 

Spiritual leaders act on us not by physical violence, miracle-mongering or spell¬ 
binding. A true teacher does not assume a false responsibility. Even if the pupil 
takes a wrong turn, he would only counsel but not compel him to turn back, if such 
a procedure should interfere with his individual freedom of choice. Even error is a 
condition of growth. The teacher encourages the pupil's early steps as the father 
does the tottering steps of the child. He stretches out one hand to help, when he 
trips but he leaves it to the disciple to choose his path and control his steps. 

Krishna is only the charioteer; he will obey Arjuna's direction. He bears no 
arms. If he influences Arjuna, it is through his all conquering love which is 
inexhaustible. Arjuna should think for himself and discover for himself. He should 
not act from simple and blind beliefs acquired from habits or authority. Inarticulate 
assumptions adopted inevitably and emotionally have led to fanatic bigotries and 
caused untold human misery. It is therefore important that the mind should seek 
rational and experiential justification for its beliefs. Arjuna must have a sense of 
real integrity, that his ideas are his own and not those imposed on him by his 
teacher. Teaching is not indoctrination. 

Extract from Shri Sathya Speaks, Volume 6: 

"Gather wisdom from wherever you can acquire it; listen to the good things 
teachers of different denominations elaborate upon. I would advise you to weigh in 
your own mind, against your own experience, the teachings that you have heard. 
Shravanam (listening) should be followed and should be confirmed by mananam 
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(reflection), on the implications, the background, the reservations, the limitations 
of what you have been told. Then there is another process: 

Nididhyaasana—meditation on the truth that you have garnered—planting it deep 
down in the consciousness to be made part of your spiritual make-up." 
Prashaanthi Nilayam: Krishna Janmaashtami, 8-9-1966 
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